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TALE. 



CHAPTEE I. 

** I koow a maiden fair to se^, 
Take care ! 
She can botfa false and friendly be, 
Beware ! beware ! 
Trust ber not, 

Sbe is fooling thee I 

Sbe bas two eyee, so soft and brown. 

Take care ! 
Sbe gives a side-glance and looks down, 

Beware! beware! 
Trust ber net ! 

Sbe is fooling thee." 

LONGFELLOW. — FrOM THE GeRHAN. 

The sounds of mirth and reveliy were ringmg 
frora the stately roof of Milldenhanger, a fine 
specimen of au English baronial residence of 
the seventeenth century, embellished by ali the 
luxury and splendour of modem days. On 
this eyentful night a brilliant ball was given by 
Lady Mountjoye, which, in addition ^o the 
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large and distìnguished party who were passing 
their Christmas holidays in the house, had as- 
sembled a concourse of the aristocracy and 
higher class of gentry for miles around. A 
suite of lofty and richly-decorated apartments 
was thrown open on the occasion, and the 
picture-gallery was appropriated for dancing. 
We said that no Agrippa's glass can now be 
found, but we retract our words. The poet, 
the novelist, in virtue of bis craft, has stili the 
power to present bis readers at will with its 
scenic phantasmagoria ; and at the moment 
that on the surface of our's the slow-rolling 
clouds bave swept away the vision of Beatrice 
Lockhart, prostrate in ber wretcbedness upon 
the ground, the tears streaming over ber pale 
cbeeks, — ber quivering lips articulating in des- 
pair the name of Arthur, — another and a 
brighter scene unfolds itself to view ; a fairy- 
world, as it appears, of light, and flowers, of joy 
and music, into whicb the steps of care seem 
unable to intrude, occupied by groups whose 
grace and beauty, and apparent enjoyment, are 
well adapted to the place and time. 

The inspiring strains of a waltz had just 
ceased ; and the dancers made a brief pause. 
One amongst them, a young man whose tali 
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and graceful figure^ and singular beauty of 
countenance^ were remarka^ble even in an as- 
semblage boasting many specimens of manhood 
8uch as the higher ranks of English society 
display in perfeetion^ — after conducting hi§ 
partner^ a young girl at» ber first ball, to the 
side of ber chapéron, and there remaining for a 
few minutes in conversation, gradually with- 
drew himself from the circle^ and advancing 
towards the largo open door-way which com- 
municated with another apartment, stood lean- 
ing against it for some little time in silence. 
The room into which he looked contained 
yarious gronps, who were sitting, standing, or 
promenading about ; and just at that time 
several persons, surrounding a young lady on 
a sofà at its upper extremity, seemed earnestly 
pressing some petition, which at last was favour- 
ably listened to. 

^'Thank you! thank you!^' exclaimed a 
gentleman in an enthusiastic tono. " How 
very good ! Hush !" turning to the company, — 
" Miss Adair is going to sing/^ 

A murmur of pleasure circulated ^through 
the room. A harp, music-stool, and stand, 
were brought forward, and officiously arranged, 

B 2 



4 KINeSCONNELL. 

and then the young lady, rising from her seat, 
advanced towards them with a smile. 

" I am afraid," she said ia a low voice as 
she prepared to sit down, " that many people 
will think it a great bore to have their dancing 
interrupted/^ 

*' A bore ! music like yours a bore \" ex- 
claitned the enthusiastic gentleman. " Do not 
wrong US so far, Miss Adair. . I do not believe 
this company -contains the Vandal who would 
think so/' 

* • 

As if in con&rmation of his opinion, a 
circle of eager listeners, now pressed forward 
to surround the musician ; and perfect silence 
prevailed, at the first touch of her wjiite and 
taper hand on the chords. Gazers as well as 
listeners there were amongst them ; for the 
form before them was one of no common degree 
of attraction. She was a very young girl, not 
beyond eighteen; but more fuUy developed in 
person and in aspect than is usuai at that age. 
Above the middle height, her finely-propor- 
tioned figure was full and beautìfully-rounded ; 
the arm, the hand, and foot, might have been 
models for a sculptor ; and the slender waist 
contrasted well with the broad and graceful 
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sweep of her shouldérs and Deck. Her face 

completely corresponded with her forni. The 

forehead was low^ but broad and full^ particu- 

larly in the regions of Tune; its alabastelr 

wbiteness; crossed by one or two fine blue 

. veins, contrasting with the dark-brbwn Grecian 

eye-brow, and the neh, long-cut eye, of a 

peculìar bue, between brown and hazel^ and of 

a verypeculiar degree and variety of expre«8Ìon,- 

enhanced by long lashes of the sa ine colour 

with the eyebrow. The nose was straight and 

fine ; the month had a character of its own ; 

it was finèly-fof med a^d coloured, though not 

amali j the nnder lip slightly pouting, wliich 

imparted much piquaney to the face ; and the 

exqoisitely-moulded ehin fell into the round, 

full, white throat, with a gracefiil and easy 

undulation. But the complexion was ^hat 

above ali completed the charm of this very 

lovely face. It was such as is often . seen to 

accompany hair of the colour of her'- ■ which 

in childhood had unquestionably approached 

very nearly, if not altdgether, to red ; but had 

now altered to a warm, rich shade of brown, 

that glittered in the light like threads of gold, 

and whose texture and profufeion were of them- 

selves sufOtcient to have embellished a less at- 
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tractive person. And the complexion, clear, 
brighi, transparent, — the colour "like rosea 
beneath a pure stream/' — the surpassing white- 
ness of the neck^and arms^ gave a brilliancy to 
her whole aspect almost indescribable. As she 
sat, in her simple white dress, unadorned by a 
single ornament save the diamond arrow which 
gathered up the neh knot of her hair behind^ 
and drawing her harp towards her, swept her 
slender fingerà aerosa the strings with a touch 
T^hich at once disclosed a master hand, a low 
murmur of irrepressible admiration broke from 
some of the spectators, succeeded by a breath- 
less stillness,^ in the midst of which ascendeda 
burst of glorious sound, — a volume of harmony, 
from one of the finest and most highly-cultivated 
voices possible to conceive ; regulated by the 
most perfect musical taste, and full of the most 
passionate expression. 

The singing of Mary Adair was such as,. 
even in the present musical age, is rarely to be 
heard in private society ; and a residence of the 
last few years in Italy had brought it to the 
highest perfectìon. It had, moreover, the rare 
merit of being readily at the service of those 
who really wished to hear it. Her deportment, 
though perfectly self-possessed and confident, 



KIN08C0NNELL. 7 

was perfectly unaffected; that of one ir ho 
thorougfaly knew her own place* and ber own 
claims^ and had always been accustomed to 
find tbem acknowledged. Sbe now, after 
bavìng delighted her auditors by a magnificent 
recitative and aria from an opera new to almost 
ali who heard her^ returned again to her seat^ 
beside a tall^ and very beautiful girl^ with dark 
eyes and hair; ^?ho^ however^ was in a few 
minutes led away to join the dance, which was 
again forming in the adjoining room. Miss 
Adair^ on plea of fatigne, declined foUowing 
her friend^s example at this time ; and re- 
mained^ the centre of a little knot of gentle- 
man^ who stood around her. The room was 
now thinned in consequence of the dancing ; 
but the same yoimg man already mentioned 
retained bis position in the door-way, and be- 
came the object of remark to a lady and middle- 
aged gentleman^ who sat together in the recess 
of a deep bay window at the opposite side of 
the room. 

"Who/' enquired the latter, "is that re- 
markably fine-looking young man V^ 

"That/' replied the gentleman, "is Mr. 
Bertram, one of the visitors in the house, the 
son of Sir Thomas Bertram, a rich Scotch 
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baronet . This young man's sister, Miss Bertram, 
was sitting by Miss Adair, a few minutes ago/' 
'' I remarked ber," said the lady, " a very 
beautiful girl, but less striking, I should say, 
than ber brother. Is be the eldest son V' 

" Not as yet, but I imagine he will soon be. 
The elder brother is in very bad health, I 
understand. Indeed I heard Lady Mountjoye 
talking of bis case as hopeless, yesterday/' 

'^ This young man/' pursued bis friend, 
^* has an expression of thought and melancholy^ 
at times, that rather strikes me. I bave been 
fancying ali sorta of histories for him, as he 
has stood there. And why is he standing 
there, I wonder? He looks like a creature 
under a speli/' 

'' So he is, I think," retumed the gentle- 
man. His eye glanced as he spoke, towards 
the sofà occupied by Miss Adair. 

^' What a singularly attractive creature 
Mary Adair has grown up V^ exclaimed the 
lady, ber eye following his. ''I never wa» 
more struck, more astonished, than when I 
first saw ber, last summer, on ber return from 
the Continent. She gave no promise of such 
grace and beauty as a child. There is some- 
thing really fasciuating about her/' 
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*'That Ì8 precisely the word. Lady Lucy/' 
replied her firiend. ^ Miss Adair Ì9 fadcìnating. 
I have been much struck with her, and much 
interested in her character^ as a study, durìng 
my present visit. It has ali the charm of 
novelty, besides, to enhance the interest ; for 
though so old a friend of her father, our paths 
in lìfe have of late years been widely-apart/' 

'* Yes," aaid Lady Lucy, " Lord Mountjoye's 
diplomatic employments have led him so much 
to the Continent ; and you '^ 

"And I have gradualiy retreated, like a 
hermìt, to my celi/' pursued the gentleman. 
'^ But stili I have not foregone the pleasure of 
gazing on the world ^ from the loop-holes of 
retreat/ Of ali the studies- 1 have over en- 
gaged in, there is none that so'deeply interests 
me as that of my fello w-creatures. There is 
an enjoym^nt in sitting apart from the throng, 
and watching thera ; scanning physiognomy, — 
rioting the small indications of temper and dis- 
ppsition which escape ali but a leisurely and 
dispassionate observer, and arriving in this way 
at an accurate perception of many a hidden 
feeling and motive — which no one can conceive 
who has not experienced it/' 

'' it sounds alarming enough, Mr. Ingram/' 
'- B 3 
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said Lady Lucy, smiling ; ^' only I give you 
credit for being anything but an ill-natured 
observer ; a student of mankind, not a satirist/' 

"Yau do me no more than j astice, Lady 
Lucy,^^ he replied with a bow. 

" Well then, having expressed my belief in 
yoiir candour of judgment, I waat you to teli 
me the result of your observations in the pre- 
sent case. Teli me what is your opinion of 
Mary Adair ?^^ 

'^ I think her, in the first place, and beyond 
ali things else,^' returned Mr. Ingram, "pre- 
cisely what you pronounced her a few minutes 
ago — fascinating." 

" But you lay a peculiar emphasis on the 
word. I do not think we mean the same thìng 
when we use it/' 

" No, I am not sure that we do. I use the 
word in its originai meaning ; and you in its 
restricted sensè. You simply mean to cali her 
charming and attractive. So do I. But I 
think her something more than these.^' 

^^And what?" enquired Lady Lucy with 
great curiosity. 

^^ Did you e ver, in the course of your read- 
ing," asked Mr. Ingram, " form any acquaint» 
ance with the mysteries of a much-maligned 
science called Animai Magnetism V 



KINOSCONNELL. 11 

''Never; beyoad knowing that there ia 
such a scìence^ so-called ; and having heard of 
some of the quackerìes and impositions prac- 
tised under its name. What has that to do 
with our subject ?" 

" I am coming to that. We shall leave out 
the quackerìes and impositions ; and waive the 
question as to whether such are not the iuevi- 
table accompaniments to any new discovery ; 
and whether they may not be considered to 
prove that there is something in it ; even as 
the shadow proves the existence of the sub- 
atance. But be that as it may ; one amongst 
many results of my own researches into these 
curìous things^ is a conviction that by means 
of them we may find explanations of much 
that is otherwise unaccountable ; amongst 
others, of the extraordinary influence, or fascu 
nation, belonging to some individuals in their 
intercourse with their fellows." 

'^ And you attributo this fascination to 
Mary Adaìr ? Surely — surely," exclaimed 
Lady Lucy, with an irrepressible smile, — '^ in 
the case of a young and beautiful girl, an 
heiress, and accomplished as she is, — her at- 
tractiveness admits of an easier explanation ?" 

"Ali those things have their eflfect, of 
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course/^ said Mr, Ingram. " But I am speak- 
ing of something apart from them. You bave 
not observed ber as I bave done. And I may 
add tbat sbe is not tbe first person similarly 
endowed, wbo bàs come under my observation. 
Have you remarked ber eye V 

^' It is a very beautiful, and certainly a very 
uncommon eye/' returned Lady Lucy. "I 
bave remarked tbat. I cannot exactly say 
wbat it is tbat renders it so. Tbat long, 
ricb, balf-languisbing formation, and tben tbe 
sudden cbange wben sbe looks up 1 Wbat 
is it V' 

" In tbe course of my life," said Mr. 
Ingram, "I bave met witb two individuals 
besides berself, resembling ber likewise in 
complexion and in otber cbaracteristics, tbougb 
not possessed of tbe same amount of beauty ; 
but witb eyes of a similar form and expression ; 
and ali tbree bad tbe same power of tbe eye, as 
it may be termed. Watcb Miss Adair, as 
I bave done for some days past, and you will 
find tbat in wbatever part of the room any 
man of tbe company may be, and bowever 
engaged, if sbe fix ber eyes upon bim, 
sooner or later after, you will see bim at 
ber side/' 
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" Are you Berious^ Mr. Ingram I How very 
strange." 

" Judge for yourself/^ said her friend. " Did 
you observe that a minute ago, ber eyes were 
wanderiug from the party who surround her^ 
and fixed on young Bertram?'* - 

" I did not observe it. Was it so V 

*' Yes^ I particularly remarked it ; and no\v 
do you see V^ 

*' I do. He has left bis immoveable posi- 
tion in the door-way^ and has approached her. 
She is making room for him on the sofà beside 
her.^' 

** And there he will remain while she does ; 
and when she leaves that place^ he will follow 
her. And do you see a young man with fair 
hair^ leaning over the back of her sofà V^ 

^'Yes; he carne up just as her song was 
finished.^^ 

*' He did. And perhaps you did not remark 
that he had previously been sitting beside a 
very pretty girl. You know her of course; 
Amy Vernon ?" 

" I did not see eithcr of them^ until he 
carne up to Mary Adair. I bave had eyes for 
no one but her siuce she came into the room 
half an hour ago. I do know Miss Ver- 
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non. Is this young man Sir Philip Chester, 
whom I have heard talked of as an admirer of 
her's V 

^^He is; he carne here to-night with the 
Vernons. I saw those fascinating eyes fall 
upon him, just at the eonclusion of the song ; 
and the same thing occurred there. In a few 
minutes after he had left Miss Vernon^s side, 
and joined the party round the enchantress/^ 

" Very singular !" exclaimed Lady Lucy. 
'^ But, Mr. Ingram, these are strange things, 
too, to say of so young a girl. Mary Adair is 
just eighteen. She is not even introduced ; 
beyond having visited with her mother since 
she returned to this country. She is only to 
be presented next season. One cannot imagine 
a creature of that age, deliberately forming 
designs to attract admirers ; more especially in 
such a case as Sir Philip Chester's, which really 
involves something like treachery from one 
woman to another ?^ 

^^ I by no means accused her of doing any- 
thing of the kind deliberateli//' replied Mr. 
Ingram. ^^ You misunderstand me. I do not 
imagine that she is at ali aware as yet of the 
nature and extent of the influence which she 
will always exercise over our sex. But Miss 
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Adair is a precocious creature in most respects; 
and although as yet not come out in English 
society, ber mind and feelings bave been earlj 
developed by ber foreign life. It is, I clearly 
see, ber nature to desire power, above ali tbings 
over tbe men witb wbom sbe comes in contact; 
and depend upon it, tbe more sbe becomes 
aware of tbe speli wbicb sbe possesses over 
tbem, and wbicb as yet sbe exercises almost 
uncousciously, tbe less scrupulous will sbe be 
in making use of it. Do you know, lovely as 
sbe is, and cbarming as I acknowledge ber to 
be, I sbould not at ali like, if I bad a son, 
to see bim exposed to ber influence. I am sure 
tbat it is one wbicb would not result in good. 

*' And yet,^* said Lady Lucy, " tbey say sbe 
is most amiable.^^ 

" No doubt. And yet I may be permitted 
to add, wbo would not be amiable, surrounded 
as sbe bas been ali ber life by affection and en- 
joyment, — blessed witb bealtb, and youtb, and 
loveliness, and a naturally joyous temper? 
Tbere must be a surer foundation tban 
amiability, to build upon for an immortai 
creature, in contemplating tbe trials and 
temptations of life wbicb must come to ali. 
But it is not tbat I doubt ber amiability. It 
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is that she is, and will be stili more so as 
she grows older, a perilous creature to anj^ man 
who Comes under her power. Let ber fascinate 
as many as she pleases, she can only marry 
one ; and she is a woman who will turn many 
heads^ excite many violent passions^ unsettle 
many imaginations, and upset many schemes 
of quiet happiness, amongst men to whom she 
never can be morethan the idol of an hour, — a 
brief but never-to-be-forgotten episode in their 
existence." 

" Mr. Ingram, you are a prophet of evil ! 
These are dark auguries V exclaimed Lady 
Lucy. 

" I read them by the ligbt of experience/' 
replied he. " Too happy shall I be, for my old 
friend's sake, and bis daughter's, if I find them 
falsified by the events, supposing I live to 
see them. Do you observe/^ he added> after 
gazing for a few minutes on the group before 
them, '^ do you observe how completely young 
Bertram is hèld. captive at this moment ? I 
bave watched that affair with gréat interest for 
some days. The young ^ man hira self interest s- 
me. He is a noble créature, full of talent,-but' 
excitable, and 1 shoulil fear unstahlie: : It 
appears to me that bis heart is pre-occupied ; 
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that he would fain, if he could^ resist the fasci- 
nation of Miss Adair^s presence^ and that bis 
senses are taken prisoners against his will. 
I have remarked his actual struggle against 
this singular power of her^s^ with something like 
wonder in what her speli consists^ which^ as I 
said^ I can fìnd bui one theory to account for. 
I have seen him this very night^ and on other 
occasions^ drawn, as it were, involuntarily 
within the circle surrounding her; and once 
there^ the result has invariably been the same 
as we have just seen. It appears to me^ too^ 
that sbe is unusually desirous to attract him, — 
struck^ no doubt^ by his personal beauty, and 
the brilliancy of his conversation,. which is 
rather remarkable in so young a man/^ 

At this moment the party they were ob- 
serving was broken up by Sir Philip Chester, to 
whom she had apparently engaged herself, 
ofifering his arm to Miss Adair, in order to join 
a waltz just beginning. Arthur Bertram, who 
had come too late to secure the first chance for 
her hànd, claimed her promise for the next 
dance; and, as Mr. Ingram had predicted 
he would do, rose from his seat and foUowed 
her in her stately progress towards the dauci ng- 
room. There, swimming through the graceful 
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waltz of those days, — a contrast to the wild 
whirl now in vogue^ — the splendid form of 
Mary Adair was foUowed iu its eourse by a pair 
of soft dark eyes, fiUed to the brim with tears 
of wounded and mortified affection. These 
were the eyes of Amy Vernon, who had come 
to the scene of festivity that night with the 
brightest anticipations of happiness, which up 
to the fatai moment when that resistless glance 
had fallen on Sir Philip, had been fuUy realised. 
Now, left alone, for so she felt herself to be, 
though surrounded by a crowd, she was expe- 
riencing some of the most painful sensations 
known to the heart of woman. Gentle, timid, 
and retiring by nature, she was precisely a 
creature who could have no chance in competi- 
tion with one like her new rivai, — a creature 
whom to know as she really was, it was 
necessary first to love; and whom neglect 
or unkindness frora those who were dear to her, 
at once deprived of spirit and energy, — almost 
of beauty. As she now sat, pale, drooping, 
and saddened, by her mother^s side, a casual 
observer could scarcely have recognised her 
as the lovely, bright, and blooming girl, who a 
short while before had been lightly flying 
through the waltz on the arm of one whom she 
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had uncoasciously suffered to become ber idol ; 
wbìlst he^ altbougb unquestionably deeply 
smitten by ber beauty and sweetness, was uot^ 
in the world's code of bonour^ commiitedh\ any 
tbing whicb he had as yet said or done. Poor 
Amy Yemon was framed of sucb atuff as 
victims are made on ; and so thougbt the all- 
observing Mr. Ingram^ who having follo wed 
the party in whom he was so much interested 
to the dancìng-room, now sat gazing at the 
down-cast girl with heartfelt pity and regret. 
At last the waltz was over^ and Sir Philip led 
bis radiant partner to a seat ; remained by ber 
side till ber band was claimed by Arthur 
Bertram, and then retired, not to Amy's vici- 
nity^ but to an unoccupied corner^ whence he 
could foUow ber with bis eyes in her progress 
throagh the quadrille whicb succeeded the 
waltz, and in whicb the striking appearance 
of this beautiful and strongly-contrasted pair 
attracted many glances besides bis^ compounded 
of admiration and of envy. 

It was the same during the whole evening. 
Miss Adair, although in her own house^ did not 
dream of paying any attention to her mother's 
guests; and, with the exceptions of Emily 
Bertram, and one or two other intimate young 
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female friend», scarcely addressed a word 
thraughoiit the ball; to any one save the stili 
gathering traili of gentleman who attended her 
steps. There was no offensive hauteur in her 
deportment, which, as we have said, was per- 
fectly easy and unaffected, but she looked, and 
moved, and acted as a being born to be wor- 
ahipped and obeyed; ^i\à fronj whpm any- 
thing like reeiprpcity of<£Atention to others had 
never been exacted; and a man must haveout- 
lived, like Mr. Tngram, the psMuonate&rvour 
of vouth, must have learned to look on life as 
a caini spectator, and no longer join in it as an 
actor, — above ali, must ha\5e been ppssessed of 
a counter-charm to the i|wonderful "pow^r 
of the eye/^ exercised by this enchanting crea- 
ture, to have been able to detect beneath an 
exterior and a deportment like her's, the lurk- 
ing germs of egotism, selfìshness, and ìnsatiable 
vanity. Such was not the case with Sir Philip 
Chester, and stili less with Arthur Bertram, 
who remained, in the fullest sense of the word, 
fascinated to her side, or fixing his eyes upon 
her wherever: she moved, when.the crowd of 
ciaimants fof her hand withdrew her fromhim. 
And yet ali the feelings ascribed to him by. 
Mr. Ingram were struggling in Arthur's mind,. 
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though he himself was in ali probabilitj lesa 
cognìzant of their workiugs than this accorate 
observer. The charm which attraeteci him to 
Mary Adair was one which overpowered the 
oppositìon of his own will; an opposition^ 
however. less and less vigoronsiy attempted 
eyery day that found and left him near her. 

And after the gay and dazzling scene was 
over^ the music hushed^ and the dancers gone, 
yvhen at last the tumultuous throbbings of his 
over-excited pulses permitted him to sink into 
an unrefreshing sleep, the same stmggle repro- 
duced itself in his dreams. He^ too^ that night, 
was in the spirit by the side of her whom his 
soul loved ; perhaps truly so ; for who shall say 
that in the mysterious world of sleep and 
trance, there may not often be meetings 
afforded to those between whom exists the 
wondrous tie of sympathy, however far apart 
their bodily frames may be resting, leaving the 
spiritual tenants free ? Arthur, like Beatrice, 
was in the woods of Kingsconnell on that 
eventful night, wandering with her through 
their well-known paths, and sitting by her on 
the lime-tree seat. But over his dreams, as 
over her^s, the same dim, lowering atmosphere 
of pain and trouble, error, and mystery, seemed 
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to brood ; something unaccountable, and im- 
palpable; yet not to be shaken off. At 
last the scene of bis vision changed. He 
was stili by the side . of Beatrice ; but no 
longer beneath the rustling suramer-foliage 
of the lime-tree. He stood with ber on a 
spot which he had once^ for the first time, 
visited in company with bis brother William 
and Mr. Carmichael, and more than once, 
since then, alone, — the site of the desecrated 
burial-ground in the Pleasance. And there, 
while in the very act of clasping bis arms 
around ber, as she appeared standing dose 
by him, a form — shadowy at first, and gra- 
dually becoming more and more distinct 
and palpable — seemed to interpose itself be- 
tween them. It was the form of Mary 
Adair, radiant in beauty, as he had. so lately 
seen ber. But while he gazed on ber, ber 
lineaments appeared to alter. She faded, 
darkened before bis eyes into the semblance 
of a bent and aged woman, wrapt in tat- 
tered weeds of widowbood; who, fixing a wild 
and menacing scowl upon bis face, stretched 
forth ber withered band, and pointed her 
finger towards him. He started with such 
violence as to dispel bis unquiet slumber ; and 
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springìng up in his bed^ beheld^ stealing 
throngh the window-curtains, the sanie break- 
in g of the joyless winter-dawn, which at the 
same moment^ in another place^ was meeting 
the eyes of Beatrice. 
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CHAPTER II. 

'* Her duty is io stand and watt : 
In resìgnation to abide 
The shock, and finally secure 
O'er pain and grief a triumph pure." 

White Doe of Rylstone. 

WiNTER with its storms had'passed away ; and 
an Easter sun was shìning warm and brightly 
on the lovely seaward vallies of the Isle of 
Wight. That sacred festival had fallen un- 
usually early in the year we write of, but 
already the climate where William Bertram 
had passed the winter was full of the amenity 
of a mach more advanced season. With ali its 
mildness, however, it had been found insuffi- 
cient in his case to ward off the insidious ad- 
vances of consumptive disease. He had re- 
peatedly, during hia residence there, been 
threatened by premonitory symptoms of his 
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former complaint ; and the advance of sprìng, 
aa usuai in similar circumstances, induced 
repeated attacks of fever^ which^ slight though 
they were, made alarming inroads upon his 
strength. Frevious to his parents and sister 
quitting Yentnor, to spend the Easter holi- 
days at the villa of one of their noble friends, 
near London^ it had been deemed advisable 
to cali a consultation of a celebrated London 
physician, with the medicai man who had 
attended him during the winter ; and the 
result was that both agreed in recommending 
a sea voyage, to be followed by a lengthened 
residence in the south^ as the best, indeed only 
probable chance^ for his ultimate recovery. 
To this measure the invalid himself most re- 
luctantly yielded his consent; and was^ in 
truth, only persuaded to do so by a sense of 
duty, a feeling of the wilful sin incurred by 
any one who declines using human means for 
the restoration of his health. So far as he 
himself was concerned, the languor of illness 
hung so heavily upon him^ and so intense was 
his craving for rest, that the idea of reverting 
once more- to what had once been his greatest 
enjoyment, a life of wandering, was fraught 
with painful anticipation. He longed for no- 
VOL III. e 
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thing now, so miich as for repose. To recline 
upou a couch drawn near a window, which 
commanded a beautiful view of the sea^ and 
there read and meditate; at times to saunter 
slowly along the beach, with the support of 
some stronger arm ; or to sit and muse a little 
space in the lovely churchyard of Bonchurch, — 
thcse had now become the favourite occupa- 
tions of his day^ and the utmost efforts to 
which his strength seemed equal. And to 
leave this calm retreat, and enter once more 
into the noise and bustle of hfe, appeared 
hateful in prospect. Could the secret wish of 
his heart have been gratified^ William Bertram 
would have retumed to Kingsconnell; and 
there, in calm and holy tranquillity, have 
awaited the summons to depart, which it daily 
became more impressed upon his mind im- 
pended over him at no distant period. There 
he felt as if he stili might have work to do, 
stili might labour for the welfare and happiness 
of others, though his own part in life were 
nigh played out. Quitting home, and that for 
a lengthened period, seemed equivalent to 
abandoning his last remaining chance of use- 
fulness on earth ; and it was a severe trial of 
faith to acknowledge that in this, as in ali 
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otber things^ God knew better than he what 
work was stili to be exacted from him ; and 
that when the meana by which bis health might 
be resiored were plainly indicated^ it would be 
presumption and disobedience to decline making 
use of them. Submission, however^ was more 
and more becoming the prevailing temper of a 
mind once^ with ali its naturai sweetness^ 
proudly confideut in its own judgment; and 
prayer and faith obtained the mastery over its 
lingering self-reliance. 

" The duty," he said, '^ which I had marked 
out for myself^ must be given into other hands 
to do. Let mine be the hardest task of all^ 
since to that I am plainly cailed; to submit 
to the conviction that ' God doth not need my 
work/ " 

It so happened that Captain Sarsfield, a 
relation by marriage of Lady Bertram's, had 
just been appointed to the command of one of 
the ships of war on the Mediterranean station ; 
and offeredberths on board of her to bis young 
connexion and his servant. The offer was 
gratefiilly accepted; and within a couple of 
weeks after the time we write of their embarka- 
tion was fixed to take place. William Bertram 
expected to see his family for a few days again, 
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at the terminatìon of the holidays ; but in the 
meantime, he was alone in the house with his 
grand-aunt^ Miss Margaret^ who had remained 
there throughout the entire winter, but now 
only waited to see the last of her beloved 
nephew^ ere retuming to her home in Edin- 
burgh. 

It was a beautiful evening ; and the couch 
on which William had passed so many quiet 
hours was in its usuai placet overlooking the 
sunset sea. Miss Margaret^ in her usuai place, 
sat with her knitting in her hands, which me- 
chanically followed their accustomed task, 
whilst her eyes more frequently dwelt on his 
countenance. For several days he had been 
suffering from cough and fever; which had 
been a good deal subdued by remedies as severe 
as his reduced strength would admit of being 
used; and it was a comfort to her to perceive 
that though pale and weak, he was now free 
fróm the distressing restlessness attendant on 
such a state. A pàuse had taken place in their 
conversation ; and William gradually sank into 
a cairn sleep, which had lasted about twenty 
minutes, when he awoke with a slight start. 

''I scarcely knew where I was when I 
opened my eyes/^ he said smiliug. "I was 
dreaming, and so vividly 1 of Kingsconnell l" 
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^^I am Qot Burprised at that" observed 
Miss Margaret^ " after the long letter from 
Mr. Carmichael which you received this morn- 
ing/^ 

"No, very likely it was that caased my 
dream/^ ssùd William^ " more especially as it 
concerned a person mentioued very particularly 
iu the lettor/^ 

" Miss Lockhart, you mean V asked Aunt 
Margaret. 

" Yes, I wish my dream had been true V' 
replied William. " I wish I could find myself, 
as I fancied I was just now, alone on the stona 
terrace with Beatrice Lockhart, asking her 

many questions^ — and . Shall I ever look 

on her sweet face again^ I wonder ?'* 

" My dear William \ do not talk so !" ex- 
claimed his aunt. " Flease God, yes, you will 
see her, I trust, often again. You will excite 
yourself, and get feverish, my dear boy," she 
added, taking his hand ; " pray do not allude 
to these things." 

" No, dear Aunt Margaret, I am not at ali 
feverish, I assure you. I feel very much better 
to-night, and it is rather a relief to me to talk 
of what occupies my thoughts. I wish I could 
bave more patience ; and be more content to 
leave the future in higher hands than mine. 
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Sometìmes I am satisfied to do sO; but this 
letter of CarmìchaeFs has excited such a long-^ 
ing desìre in my mind to be on tlie spot^ on 
that spot; agalli; that ìt has renewed the struggle 
for submi^ion in which I thought I had alreadjr 
conquered. He mentions that sweet girl as 
being so altered^ as looking so pale^ so sad^ as 
to bave excited the anxious interest of many 
people there ; in particular of those excellent 
old ladies at Sempilltower ; it is plain to me that 
he connects the change in her looks and spirits 
with Arthur ; and I cannot but do the same/' 

" Her father and Mrs. Lockhart are gone, 
are they not V asked Aunt Margaret. 

" Long; long ago. They left the Grange, 
Carmiehael wrote me^in the middle of January.^' 

'^ And made no oflfer, I wonder, of taking 
those young creatures home with them V^ 

" On the contrary, Captain Lockhart inti- 
mated hÌ3 wish to be that they should remain 
with their grandmother. Carmiehael thought 
the step-mother, (a vulgar, disagreeable person 
I suspect;) was jealous of her husband^s aflfec- 
tion for his daughters ; otherwise that Captain 
Lockhart was much grieved to leave them 
again. Carmiehael mentions in his letter that 
he is just now applying for a ship ; which may 
denote either great zeal in his professione or 
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disappomtment in bis home ties ; it were hard 
to say which." 

'' And so they will be left at the Grange^ 
sweet pretty creaturesl ali alone again with 
their aunts ? Well, I am most truly sorry for 
them/' said Aunt Margaret. '^ Especially after 
wbat Arthur told you that your mother had 
said to him on the subject. I fear that when 
they ali go back to Kingsconnell^ it will make 
a very painful change to the Miss Lockharts^ 
from the terms which used to exist amongst 
them/' 

" It will, no doubt it will/* exelaimed Wil- 
liam. '* It is an idea which baunts me per- 
petually^ with ali its train of evils and suffer- 
ings. The cruelty to that lovely^ gifted^ sensi- 
tive girl, whose happiness is only too deeply 
involved in my brother; — the fatai injury to 
him — consequent on such a tampering with an 
affection which has grown since bis boyhood ; 
whicheyer way one looks, it is ali distress and 
perplexity. And I see no way of escape. I 
bave appealed to my mother, — in vain.** 

'' You bave, my dear William T^ exclaimed 
bis aunt. " I had no idea of that.'* 

" It was so, however,*' be replied. " I made 
the attempt about six weeks ago, at that time 
when I was so ili. I believe she was very 
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anxious about me; and I myself thought my 
sands were nearly run. It seemed a fit occasion 
to make a solemn appeal to ber matemal feel- 
ings. I ventured it ; and felt strengtbened to 
say more tban I tbougbt I sbould ever bave 
been able to utter, even to reminding my 
motber of tbe consequences of similar inter- 
ference in my case. And I recalled to ber a 
dark passage in our family bistory, of wbicb 
my father and she bave, I tbink, nearly suc- 
ceeded in banisbing tbe recollection, but wbicb 
not tbe less truly is an abìding witness to tbe 
sin and madness of inordinate paternal ambi- 
tion. I even suggested to ber wbetber tbe 
startling resemblance between my brotber and 
tbat ill-omened picture migbt not afford a 
warning on tbe subject^ more powerful tban any 
of mine V' 

"Aye aye !'^ solemnly responded Miss 
Margaret. *^ It is a dark and awful story. 
And, weìly William, wbat did your motber 
aay?" 

" Notbing," be sadly replied, " but wbat I 
migbt bave anticipated. '^I migbt as well 
bave been sileut. Sbe would not see wbat I 
wisbed ber to do. Her ambition for Artbur 
is unboundedj greater tban it ever was for 
me ; and it bas blinded ber to ali beyond. I 
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^as fain to leave the matter, at ìast^ as oue 
beyond my adjusting. Wouid that I could 
also rid myself of the dark anticipations which 
crowd upon me in my own despite ! / shall 

not see them fulfilled — but '* 

These last words were uttered in a low 
voice ; but the senses of Miss Margaret Ber- 
tram had not yielded to the benumbing influ- 
ence of age ; and she distinctly heard them, 
though she attempted no reply. The tradition 
of their race's doom was one whieh, as the 
reader knows, she herself had been the first to 
relate to ber grand-nephew ; and many and 
eamest had been the discnssions they had held 
upon it, in former days, while as yet it wore 
the character of something too dim and sha- 
dowy to he more than a solemn speculation. 
But the case was now altered. With ali her 
faith, — with ali the ideality of mind which 
invests sucb subjects with so painful an attrac- 
tion, even when connected with feelings of 
pain ; and with ali her profound sense of the 
brief space which must inevitably separate her 
from the goal of ali worldly interests, her for- 
titude was not equal to its discussion now. 
She could not bave borne to bear from the lipa 
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of one whom she so dearly loved, — a youth of 
such gifts^ and such promise^ the confirmation 
of ali she read in his looks and manner ; and 
she clanga with a determinati on to see nothing 
which should interfere with it, — to the hope of 
his recovery. The short silence which succeeded 
this speech of his, was broken by himself. 

" AH this/' he said, " would be nothing, if 
it were possible to depend on Arthur being 
true to his better self. I once thougbt it 
would. I thougbt the influence of an attach- 
ment to a creature like Beatrice Lockhart 
would be ali powerful in steadying his will; 
but other and powerful influences bave been 
brought to bear against that one ; and during 
the few hijrried interviews that we bave had 
since bis officiai engagements began, I bave 
observed a change in him which renders me 
truly anxious. I do not think he has ever 
been the same since that Christmas at Mill- 
denhanger/' 

" It strikes me/^ replied Miss Margaret, 
" that both your parents are very desirous to 
bring him into contact with Lord Mountjoye's 
daughter/' 

" Yes, that is very evident. He will meet 
with ber this Easter too, I understand/' 
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'^ And has he tsdked much of ber to you, 
WiUiam/' 

" No^ very little ; and that little not in bis 
usuai open-hearted way. My informatioa bas 
been prìncipally gatbered from Emily, wbo 
dwells mucb on Àrtbur's admiration of ber 
friend Miss Adair; and^ — ^sbe adds,— on ber 
eyident admiration of bim. I bave not seen 
tbe young lady sinee sbe was a cbild^ but I 
find tbat sbe bas grown up singularly attractive 
in person and manner. Not^ I suspect, in 
intellect; tbere seems to be none of tbat 
cbarm in ber wbicb Beatrice Lockbart exercìses 
over tbe mind. Miss Adair's infiuence is a 
differeiit one; and if it be of tbe nature I 
ascribe to it^ it is not a good — not a wbolesome 
influence for a youtb so full of passion and 
sensibility as Arthur/* 

" Your mothér," said Miss Margaret, 
" raves about ber singing, as something quite 
extraordinary." 

'^ Yes, that seems to be ber one talent, It 
is one wbicb in some persons bas more to do 
with tbe senses tban with tbe intellect. I feel, 
more tban see, tbe power tbat sbe bas acquired 
over Arthur^s fancy. Not over bis heart; 
there I acquit bim. But there is a change i^ 
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him, and not for the better, and he is sur- 
rounded by an atmosphere of temptation. God 
alone knows how difficult it is for me to acqui- 
esce in His will to remove me from the place 
where I can stili in a measure watch over a 
brother whom I love so dearly, and whose 
character causes me so much anxiety/* 

" It is only for a time, my dear William. 
Try to bave faith !" said Miss Margaret sooth- 
ingly. 

" I do try," he replied, " in humility and 
earnestness I strive for it. I know it is not 
for snch as I am to murmur against the mer- 
ciful band which has led me ali this way. I, 
M'ho bave to look back npon years of proud 
and obstinate blindness to the truth — years 
spent without God in the world, — am compelled 
to own myself justly punished now, by being 
forcibly withheld from serving Him in any way 
but one, — submission to the will which deprives 
me of the power of usefulness.^' 

The parting between William Bertram and 
his brother, who joined him for one day only, 
previous to his embarkation, was a most 
painfal one. Ali the impetuous feelings of 
Arthur were excited by the circumstances 
under which they took leave of each other; 
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and at tfaat moment he would bave sacrificed 
every worldly prospect for the privilege of 
being permitted to accompany William^ watch 
over hìm in the hours of sickness and 
langonr^ and gather strength and wisdom 
from him at ali times. But it was not so 
to be. To bis own Master each man on 
tbis eartb must stand or fall. The bitter- 
ness of the final hours carne to an end. 
Sir Thomas^ resolute to hope the best, to 
see no ultimate danger for bis son^ repressed 
the feelings of whicb he could not but be 
conscious^ and even ehid bis lady and daughter 
for the agony of tears to whicb both bad 
given way when William was fairly gone ; 
Miss Margaret Bertram^ ber beart filled witb 
thoughts more deep, more solemn stili than 
grief, retired to order the necessary prepa- 
rations for ber immediate departure ; and 
looked around ber the wbile, in calm but 
profound sadness, on ali the objects so long 
familiar, so long associated witb the image 
of him wbo bad so constantly occupied ber 
thoughts for months back^ — now to disappear 
at once and for ever, from ber eyes, and be 
numbered among those tbings whicb bave 
been, and can be no more for us. But to 
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her^ as she said to herself^ it mattered little. 
Her pìlgrimage could not be much lengthened 
out. It was the young^ whose trials and 
temptations were ali to come^ who were to 
be pitied. And more to be pitied than ali 
was Arthur ; who having locked himself 
into his brother's usuai sitting-room^ there 
flung himself upon the vacant sofa^ and gaye 
way to a transport of sorrow, which there 
was no eye to check^ and under whose in- 
fluence he felt for the time as if no earthly 
pleasure could ever reach him more. 

Within a month of that period, however, 
Arthur was immersed in the most exciting 
whirl of London gaiety ; where for the 
present we shall leave him ; and passing over 
some interyening months^ shall resumé the 
thread of our narrative in the September 
foUowing ; when a largo party was assembled 
at Eingsconnell ; whither the Bertram family 
had only returned in the beginning of August. 
Arthur did not arrivo along with them. His 
officiai holidays were but of a few weeks^ dura- 
tion^ and of those he spent the earlier part with 
a shooting party in Ross-shire. At the period 
of which we write he had not been quite a 
fortnight returned home. 
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CH AFTER III. 

" I have done penance for contemniDg love ; 
Whose high imperìoua thoughts have puniahed me 
With bitter faita, with penitential groans, 
With nightly tears, and daily heart' sore sighs ; 
For, in revenge of my contempi of love, 
Love hath chaaed sleep from my enthralled eyea, 
And made them watchers of mine own heart's sorrow." 

Two Gentlemen of Verona. 

" Mothek/^ asked Captain SempìU one mora- 
ing, " whom do you expect to dinner to-day ? 
I am not sure that I know the exact number of 
the party/' 

"There are Mr. and Mrs. Guthrie, Regi- 
nald, and Georgina and Hector," replied Mrs. 
Sempill^ looking up from her knitting^ as her 
son seated himself ou the sofà by her side; 
" Sir James Warrender, Mr. Carmichael^ Bea- 
trice and Helen, you know, besides the party 
frotn Kingsconnell.^' 

" And how many from Kingsconnell ? That 
is the point on which I am ignorant.^' 
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*^ They are such an immense party there/^ 
returned Mrs. Sempill^ ''that of course they 
cannot nearly ali come. Neither Lady Mount- 
joye nor Miss Paget accepted^ nor Lady Ber- 
tram of course. 

" Po you expect young Lofkus ?" 

"No, he declined too. I rather think he 
has gone to stay a couple of days at Mor- 
dington." 

'^ I am glad to hear it !" exclaimed Captain 
Sempill. '^ He is a young man to whom I have 
a most particular aversion, from the little I 
have seen of him. A heartless, sneering, pre- 
mature man of the world ; ali the more 
dangerous that he is very clever, and even 
fascinating. ' A bad companion for Arthur 
Bertram, and I fear they are very much thrown 
together, for it seems he is in the Foreign Office 
too; and it strikes me he is a great admirer 
of Miss Bertram, which I am sorry for. She 
is a fine girl, naturally, though not improved 
latterly. None of them are." 

"Not my favourite, Arthur?" asked Mrs. 
Sempill. "I do like that lad. I should be 
grieved to think he was in bad hands." 

•" So should I," said her son, " for more 
people^s sake than his. And I like him, too, 
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exceedingly. Bat I certainly donot think bim 
altered for the better. Do you expect bim to- 
day ?" 

'* I do. And Sir Tbomas and Emily ; Lord 
Mountjoye^ and bis beautiful daugbter." 

"Ab! sbe is a lovely creature, certaiuly, 
that Miss Adair! And you will be cbarmed 
ivitb ber singing. So tbat is tbe party ? And 
Arthur is coming, is be V 

" He said so in bis answer. And Penny is 
taken mucb up about it, Reginald; and I must 
own so am I. Beatrice Lockbart looks so pale 
and sad ! We want to bring tbem togetber i 
for you recollect wbat Crrace told me of ber 
brotber^s being so angry before be left, about 
some gossip tbat bad been repeated to bim re- 
lating to Beatrice and Artbur? And if he 
beard it, you may depend upon it tbat it must 
bare reacbeb Sir Tbomas and Lady Bertram 
too. Tbere bas been some interferenee, Penny 
and I tbink ; for we gatber from Grace (poor 
soul ! sbe can keep notbing to berself, and sbe 
knows our sympatby) tbat tbe girls bare not 
been invited to Kingsconnell, or seen any 
of tbe Bertrams tbis year. So we tbougbt we 
sbouid bazard tbe experiment of briuging 
tbem unexpectedly togetber." 
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"I declare/' exclaimed Captain Sempill, 
starting to bis feet^ and planting himself before 
the fire, "if Arthur Bertram behave ili to that 
sweet girl, I should be strougly tempted to 
shoot him V 

"My dear Reginald!" ejaculated bis mother, 
agbast. 

"Upon my soul I sbould, motber. Did 
you observe ber pale face at eburcb yesterday 
and last Sunday V 

*' Yes, I did/' sigbed Mrs. Serapill. ^' Penny 
and I could not get it out of our beads. We 
wondered to see tbe girls in eburcb ; tbey bave 
gone so constantly to St. MicbaePs of late ; and 
I wisb tbey bad been tbere tbose days ; for to 
see Arthur Bertram sitting with bis eyes fixed 
on ber the whole time of the first service, and 
then walking off home with that Mr. Loftus as 
soon as it was over, and not waiting for the 
second, or stopping to speak to a soul, it was so 
distressing. And I observed that Heleu and 
sbe seemed purposely to avoid meeting any of 
tbe Bertrams, when tbey ali carne out of 
eburcb. So different from what it used to he" 

" Do you think tbe Bertrams know that 
tbey are to meet the girls to-day V asked Cap- 
tain Sempill. 
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'' I did Dot mean them to haye known/' 
retumed ina mother ; '^ bat I was vexed to leam 
from jour father that in the course of couver- 
aation yesterday with Miss Bertram^ while we 
were waiting for our carriage^ he had asked her 
whether she had lately seen her yoong friends 
at the Grange ; and when she answered no^ he 
told her she would haye that pleasure next day 
here. I wonld rather she had not known^ 
if there is any coolness. But we shall aee" 

" We shall see^^' musingly replied Captain 
Sempill. "1 wish to heaven George had 
allowed poor Helen to take charge of her 
nieces. It has been a sad business^ first and 
last/' 

The advance of summer had found Beatrice^ 
though altered^ indeed, from the bright and 
blooming creature of that time twelTemonth, 
less ntterly wretched than she had been in the 
beginning of the year. Previous to the depar- 
tiire of her father^ she had gained courage from 
despair^ and unable longer to endure the 
weight of misery which bis terrible words 
respecting Arthur had left upon her heart^ and 
which she felt it impossible to relieve by 
imparting even to her sister, she had once more 
ventured an appeal to bis pity, imploring him 
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to teli her whether he were satisfied of the 
truth of the accusation. And Captain Lock- 
hart, upon whose mind a calmer cross-examina- 
tion of his wife had left strong doubts of the 
authenticity of her tale, and whose very heart 
was bleeding over the pallid check and heart- 
broken aspect of the child he was forced to 
leave so unprotected, had then admitted the 
possibility of exaggeration in the reports con- 
veyed to him, though stili refusi ng to name his 
informant; but at the same time had laid his posi- 
tive commands upon hisdaughter to abstain from 
an intercourse which exposed her to the bare 
chance of such things being said of her. The 
pain involved in anticipating this necessity, 
great though it was, Beatrice felt it compara- 
tively easy to endure ; and once permitted to 
entertain the idea of Arthur^s innocence of the 
baseness imputed to him, her sanguine, hopeful 
spirit speedily convinced itself that ali woujd 
be right in the end; and although nothing 
could restore her to the uncalculating happiness 
of the past, she felt strengthened to bear any- 
thing that did not include the worst of earthly 
pangs — " to be wroth with one we love/' The 
peculiar nature of the trial she was destined to 
bear had not entered into her calculations. 
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She had very little imagined that a total cessa- 
tìon of intercourse on Emilj's part was to 
succeed the intimate frìendship which had once 
united them; or that ali she should see of 
Arthur after his arriyal at home, would he 
comprised in the mouruful^ intent, impassioned 
gaze vFith which Mrs. Sempill had observed 
him regarding her in church. Yet so it was ; 
and ^day after day, as Helen reiterated her 
expressions of wonder at the meaning of this 
change, Beatrice, though she said little of 
it^ looked paler and sadder, and felt more and 
more spiritless and heart-stricken. 

The evening came, and the dinner party 
began to assemblo at Sempilltower. Beatrice 
and Helen were amongst the first; and the 
eyes of Mrs. Sempill and Aunt Penny dwelt 
with undisguised satisfaction on their simple 
and elegant white muslin dresses, and the 
wreaths of scarlet geranium in th^ir dark hair, 
which, with bouquets of the same flower, inter- 
mingled with white jessamine and myrtle 
leaves, formed their only ornaments. Both 
sisters looked lovely, Helen in particular ; but 
the countenance of Beatrice had gained in 
interest what it had lost in brilliancy, by 
the depth of mournful thought wliich seemed 
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to speak from ber eyes^ and the paleness whìch 
imparted somewliat of a pure and spiritual 
character to her transparent complexion. The 
Laird smiled benevolently as he greeted his 
young guests^ with ali his characteristic plea- 
sure in beholding beauty; and the Major, 
drawing Aunt Penny aside, imparted to her in 
an audible whisper that he had never before 
thought "the young one^^ so like her aunt, 
Mrs. George. The highest compliment this 
which the Major was capable of conceiving. 

" You didn^t perhaps bear that yoiir friend, 
Mr. Arthur Bertram, was to be bere to-day, 
Beatrice ?" whispered Aunt Penny to the latter, 
after some of the company had arrived. The 
gentle spinster felt unable any longer to retain 
the secret, and her desire to give pleasure was 
rewarded by the brilliant glow which in an 
infitant overspread the pale check of the young 
girl she addressed ; and the light which sparkled 
in her eyes, seemiug to transform her into a 
different being. 

A few minutes afterwards the door opened, 
and Lord Mountjoye and Miss Adair, Sir 
Thomas, Mr. and Miss Bertram were an- 
nounced. Lord Mountjoye, rather a fine- 
looking eldcrly man, but in no way remarkable, 
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enteied with his daughter kaning on bis arm« 
a tìbìoii, as ahe seemed, of surpassing loveli* 
ne»; ber tall^ statelv, queen-lìke fonOi pre- 
eminent in its easy undulating grace of move» 
meni, and the swan-like dignitr of ber snowy 
neck, set off to the ntmost advantage by an 
exqnisitely-fitting dress of white silk^ with no 
other trimming than a faU of rich old point 
round the bosom, closed in firout by a splendid 
omament of turquoises and gold; ber brigbt 
hair fastened bebind by a circlet of the same. 
Emily Bertram followed with ber father^ ber 
dark glowing loyeliness^ and rose-ooloured dress 
advantageonsly contrasting with the looks and 
attire of ber friend. 

The eyes of Beatrice scarcely took in the 
forms on wbich eyery other in the room was 
riyetted, so intently was tbeir gaze fixed upon 
the door bebind them. There was a mo- 
ment's pause after the entrance of Sir Thomas 
and bis daughter^ succeeded by that of — 
Hugb. 

"I bave to beg your forgi veness^ Mrs. 
Sempill/' said Sir Thomas, « for bringing my 
youngest son in his brotber's place/' 

"We are delighted to see JMi\ Hugb 
Bertram^ as I hope he knows/' rcplied Mrs. 
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SempìU^ extendìng her band to the youth with 
her benevolent smile ; " but I hope no accident 
has occurred to deprìve as of the pleasure of 
Mr. Arthur's company ì\ 

^'Nothimg of consequence, I hope/^ said 
Sir Thomas^ tumìng to pay bis respects to 
Miss Muirbead^ wbo could scarcely command 
ber countenance sufficiently to eonceal lier 
acute disappointment, enbanced by vexation 
with berself for baving misled ber young friend 
by vain bopes. 

" My brotber, Mrs. Sémpill/' said Emily, . 
" would bave written bimself to explain bis 
non-appearance, but he was so unequal to it, 
that I told bim I was sure you would accept of 
a verbal apology. He complained of not feeling 
well in the moming, but persisted, confcrary to 
advice, in rìding out with us. We took rather 
a long round, managed to lose our way amongst 
those cross-lanes on the otber side of St. 
MichaeFs; and finding ourselyes late, gal- 
loped home very fast; the consequence of 
which was, that by the time we reached Kings- 
connell, Arthur^s head ached so dreadfully, and 
he became so faint, that he was obliged to lie 
down, and give up ali idea of dressing, or stir- 
ing from the sofà for the evening. He desired 
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me to teli jou how verjr sorry he was, and how 
much dìsappoìnted/' 

*' Not more so than vre are^ I am sure^ my 
dear Miss Bertram/' said Mrs. Sempill^ wìth 
truth. ^^ I would rather haye owed the plea- 
sare of seeing Mr. Hugh to auy other cause, 
fiat I hope this attack of illness may prore to 
be nothing serious/^ 

Emily now perceiring Beatrice and Helen, 
advanced to greet them with ali her former 
warmth and cordiality of manner. The former, 
who had been near enough to bear her account 
of Artbur^s indisposition, felt that heart-stricken 
sensation which renders almost ali things alike 
indifferent ; and scarce was conscious of ^^hat 
Helen most keenly felt, the discrepancy be- 
tween Emily^s conduct now that they met, and 
her total neglect at ali other times. For 
Beatrice, the énjoyment of the evening was 
gone; and ali around her seemed like a 
troubléd dream. She was aroused from it by 
finding herself seated next to Hugh Bertram at 
the dinner table ; and in spite of her desolate 
feelings, could not help being interested in the 
conversation of the intelligent boy. There was 
a tone of gentleuess and good feeling in ali he 
said, which at times reminded her of William ; 

VCL. III. D 
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and a sootbing degree of quìet kindness in bis 
manner; not to meutìon the strong family 
likeness to both bis brotbers; wbicb^ in spite 
of bis possessingfewer personal attractions tban 
eitber^ ran tbrougb ali be did^ and said^ and 
looked. He talked to ber of William^ and 
lamented Artbur^s absenee. " He knew it was 
a sad disappointment to bim^ but he really was 
very unwell. He bad overdone bìmself at the 
moors ; snob a sudden change from the life be 
bad been leading in London ! Arthur could 
do nothing in moderation/^ Mr. Carmicbael 
ali tbis time sat opposite to Beatrice^ and dwelt 
upon ber altered looks witb emotioiis of pain^ 
whicb deadened bis perceptions of what every 
one else at table^ even Captain Sempill^ was 
regarding witb snob admiration — ^the beauty of 
Mary Adair. Her speli of resistless fascination 
capti vated ali around^ witb tbesolitary exceptions 
of Mr. Carmicbael and the Major, wbo, true to 
bis first impressions, stili adjudged the paltn of 
attraction to ^' Mrs. George/' And on the re- 
treat of the female part of the company to the 
drawing-room, Beatrice was the first to acknow- 
ledge the charm of ber beauty and ber grace. 
It was a pleasure to sit unobserved and gasse at 
ber, and watch ber bewitching smile in speak- 
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ing. Not that her conversation appeared in 

aiiy way remarkable for brìlliancy; or that she 

exerted herself to please — ^at least whilst there 

were none but ladies present ; but to look at 

her was enough. And when she was prevailed 

upon to sing, — when the whole magnificent 

volume of passionate sound broke from her 

lips^ enhaneed in ita effect by the beauty of her 

up-raised eyes, her white swelling throat, and 

exquisite hands, Beatrice forgot herself, ceased 

to recollect her own personal feelings^ and sat 

absorbed in a trance of unenvying admiration. 

It was not until the harmony had ceased^ that 

she remembered^ with a sudden thrill of 

anguish^ who was at present living in daily and 

hourly contact with that enchanting creature. 

This remembrance was awakened by hearing 

the name of Arthur mentioned in the course of 

some badinage which was going on beside the 

pianoforte^ around which the young ladies and 

ali the younger gentlemen of the party were 

coUected. 

"Your brother little knows what he has 
missed by not joining the party, Miss Ber- 
tram/^ observed Sir James Warrender. 

" Only that Mr. Arthur Bertram has the 
advantage, if it be one, of hearing the same 

D 2 
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every evenìng at present," observed Miss 
Adair. 

" Nay, nay, Mary," interposed Emily, " you 
know how frequently of late, Arthur has been 
aliiiost on bis knees to petition for Che farò 
senza Euridici ? and how cruelly you bave per- 
sisted in refusing hiin." 

''And no very great wonder, Emily, "re- 
plied ber friend, " wben you consider how often 
T was compelled to sing it for bim last Cbrist- 
nias. I ebose it to-nigbt on purpose, because 
he was not bere ; for I bave laid my commands 
on bim to ask for it no more these twelve 
montbs/' 

" And do you find Arthur Bertram a willing 
slave ?'^ smilingly inquired young Guthrie. 
" Does he ever sligbt your commands ?*' 

'^ I must say it would not be easy. Miss 
Adair," observed Captain Sempill. 

" It would not, indeed," was the thought of 
Beatrice, as sbe witbdrew from the circle, and 
sat down apart. " How could I dream of 
Arthur's remembering me with such a creature 
near bim ? How can I wonder that it sbould 
be so ? And I do not wonder. I never felt 
worthy of being loved by bim, except for my 
own deep love, and be could not see into my 
beart, and read that. If be has learned to love 
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ber, I hope — ^yes, — ^I hope she may render him 
happ}!-. I could soon love her too^ I think. 
Bnt she has no need of my affection. How 
should she V* 



It was the exaggerated^ but noble feeling of 
a generous and unselfish heart^ which prompted 
these thoughts^ bowever little weak human 
nature might haye been able to act up to them. 
They imparted an expression so pure^ so ele- 
vated to her young and ingenuous countenance^ 
as could not fail to strike the eyes which from 
an opposite corner were dwelling uuobserved 
upon her. Mr. Carmichael mentally con- 
trasted her girlish^ undeveloped^ yet refined and 
spiritualized aspect^ with the rich and radiant 
beauty of Mary Adair; who, although actually 
more than a year younger, looked^ beside her, 
Hke a woman near one stili almost achild ; and 
a woman in the full pride of Toluptuous loveli- 
ness ; but not^ in his estimation, in any respect 
to be compared to Beatrice. This opinion, 
however, he was well aware, would by most 
persons be scouted as an extraordinary défi- 
ciency in taste ; yet the longer Le gazed, the 
more he became confìrmed in it. 

At the yery moment^ while these thoughts 
respecting Arthur werepassing thronghthe min4 
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of Beatrice, he himself was lying in a distnrbed 
and unquiet slumber, on a sofà in his dressing- 
room ; the door of wbich softly opening, 
admitted his mother, who seated herself by his 
side. A few minutes after, Arthur started 
awake, and pereeived ber. 

^^Do you feel better, my dear Arthur ?'' 
Lady Bertram whisperìngly asked. '^Is the 
pain in your head gene ? No, really ? Let me 
bathe it for you again/' 

She gently applied ether to his temples, but 
without saying more, until Arthur thanking 
her, assured ber that he felt much revived. 

** But had you not better go to bed^ my 
dear boy V^ she asked. 

'* It is of no use," replied Arthur, " I can- 
not sleep. I did not dose my eyes last night." 
" You are over-fatìgued, Arthur, completely 
knoeked up," saìd Lady Bertram anxiously. 
*' You bave not been yourself sinee you retumed 
from the Highlands. And how very foolish to 
take that long ride to-day, so little fit for it as 
you were P' 

** It is not that, mother, you know it is not." 
He arose from the sofà, and stood leaning 
against the mantel-piece. '' I bare been 
gìving orders," he said, after a pause, *^ to 
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have my things packed. I mean to be off 
to-morrow." 

'^ To-morrow, Arthur?'' Lady Bertram 
gazed at ber son, as if doubtful of bis sanity. 
'^ What do you mean^ my dear boy ?" 

" What I say," he replied. " My lime is 
nearly out." 

** Why, Arthur, you told me only yesterday 
tbat you bad stili a fortnight ^to be witb us. 
What can you possibly be thiaking of ? Do 
you cousider the disrespect to me, to your 
father, to our guests, of flying off in this unac- 
countable manner, without the shadow of a 
pretext? Let me beg you will say no more 
of ìtr 

" It is no use, mother, I cannot remaìn ! I 
am bound by a fatai promise to you, and I have 
miscalculated my own strength. I cannot stay 
bere. It will be wiser in you to let me go, and 
say nothing to deter me" 

'' You do not mean to teli me, Arthur,'' 
sternly enquired Lady Bertram, " that you 
have broken, or meditate breaking, the promise 
on condition of which alone your father con- 
sented to discharge your gambling debts ? You 
do not mean this ?" 

"No, mother 1" replied ber son, proudly 
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drawing himself up. " I do not. My promise, 
the promise wrung from me by the effects 
of my own accursed folly, is stili inviolate. But 
I warn you that I cannot remain bere and keep 
it. I caDnot live near Beatrice Lockhart, and 
refrain from an intercourse once the happiness 
— the blessing — of my life. The straggle in 
my mind^ sinee I last night learned from Emily 
that I had it iij my power to meet ber this 
evening, had I been able to keèp my engage- 
ment, has been 1 do not attempt to de- 

scribe it !" 

*^ My dear Arthur/' soothingly interposed 
bis mother, " you were ili at any rate. YoutT 
band is burning at this moment/' she added, 
rising and taking it in her's. Lie down, and 
compose yourself. You must not talk on these 
exciting subjects to-night, for you are very far 
from well.'' 

*' If I am/' he replied, '- it is from no other 
cause. Do not deceive yourself, mother ; and 
do not forbid me to teli you the truth for 
once. I bave no wish to recur to it again. My 
own madness in yielding to temptation^ and to 
tlie craving for excitement which has grown 
upon me since the happy dream of my boybood 
was dispelled by you, having involved me. 



KIN6SCONNELL. 57 

alreadj, iu that fatai maze of debts of honour^ 
which left me no resource but to apply to my 
father through you^ I know that I bave placed 
myself in your power^ and so you bave made 
me feel.' 

^' And bow then bave I exercised my power, 
Artbur V baugbtily asked Lady Bertram, con- 
fronting ber son. Have I shown any want of 
love for yon, in persuading your fiitber to 
forgive wbat you may well cali your madness, 
and to discbarge oblìgations wbicb must bave 
disgraced you. Or is it want of love wbicb in- 
duced me to make it an indispensable conditiou 
of tbis assistance, that you sbouid abstain jfroin 
an intercourse most injurious to the object of 
your imaginary attachment, and wbicb could 
only end in involving you, with your gifts, ad- 
vantages, and prospects, in an inferior and 
degrading connexion. The day will yet come, 
my dear son, wben you will render me greater 
jostice than you are now disposed to do on tbis 
sùbject/' 

" Pardon me, motber, if I bave spoken dis- 
respectfully,'' said Artbur, over wbom ber 
habitual influence struggled with bis sense of 
rigbt. *' I believe that you bave acted, as you 
tbink, for the best. I know that you can have 

D 8 
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HO other rootive than affection for me. But^ I 
repeat it, you are not aware of the cxtent 
to which mj happiness was ìnvolved in wbftt 
my own act lias now assisted in denying me. 
I must quit this neighbourhood for the presenta 
or break my promise, — or lo»e my reason. Else- 
where I can manage to forget, — to drown 
thought, — no matter how; and perhaps in 
time that may become habitual with me ; but 
not now, and not here. You will be wiser not 
to oppose my departure.^' 

''I will not, then, Arthur; but one day^ — 
one other day, you will not refuse me ? Indeed, 
my dear boy, you are in no state to travel to- 



morrow." 



"Perhaps not,^' said Arthur, feehng the 
reaction of the violent excitement which had 
already caused him actual bodily indisposition. 
He threw himself again upon the sofà ; and his 
mother silently applied herself to bathing his 
throbbing temples ; then at length, finding him 
somewhat calmer, left him, after exactiiig his 
promise of retiring to bed immediately. 

It is but justice to Lady Bertram to say 
that with ali her talent and penetration, she 
did not thoroughly enter into the depths of the 
sensitive aud excitable nature with whose fine 
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sprìngs she was thus rashly tampering. Her 
character was too worldly^ too outward, as it 
were; she lived too much amongst external 
things^ and too little in the habit of medita- 
tion^ to reason upon the mental peculiarities of 
otbers^ even of those whom she fancied her 
self most completely to understand. Her more 
determìned will gave her an ascendaucy over 
her son, which blinded her to the fact that 
there were heights and depths in bis mind 
beyond ber fathoming. In one tbing on 
which she had reckoued sbe found berself uot 
mistaken^ bis liability to the peculiar influence 
at present brought to bear upon bim. Wheii 
Arthur carne down stairs^ late in the foUowing 
day^ pale, languida and^ disinclined to exertion^ 
bis resolutions of immediate departure melted 
like frost-work in the sun^ beneath the eye 
and the smile of Mary Àdair. It was perfectly 
true^ as bis brother William had divined ; she 
bad failed to attract bis pre-occupied bearti 
but completely subjugated bis fancy^ when in 
ber presence ; he felt^ beneath the power of ber 
eye^ as if ali free will were taken from bim. 
The day passed in a voluptuous dream^ as^ re- 
clining in an easy-chair^ he gazed in silence on 
her graceful movements^ listened to the soft 
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and soothing tones in ifhicli she occasionally 
addressed him^ or remained lost in a trance of 
extatic enjoyment, when, after repeated assur- 
anccs that " her noise would not really be too 
much for his poor head," slie consented to sing 
to him ; not in her magni£cent bravura style ; 
but in the low and passionate tone which she 
well knew how to contrast with it, and in which 
her wondrous gift of melody assumed a yet 
more powerful sway over the feelings. And 
day succeeded day ; each moruing seeing him 
arise from uiircfreshing sleep^ and fìxed in his 
purpose of breaking the chain which bound 
him ; and night succeeded night, and found 
him stili retained a captive. 

At last it carne to an end. Another Sunday 
did Arthur repair to the House of God, for the 
purpose of rendering it a tempie to his own 
idol. Again he sat, wilhdrawn from the front of 
the gallery, his eyes bent with impassioned 
earnestness, on her whom he might nowhere 
else behold ; — and again did Beatrice yield to 
the temptation, — the uncontroUable desire to 
see him once more, and desert her own Church 
for purposes equally unhallowed with his. The 
first service came to an end. So far as either 
was concerned, it need never bave begun ; 
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aud with its conclusion Arthur Bertram dis- 
appeared; and light and beauty went with 
him from Beatrice's mental heaven^ aud left 
ber to a dark chaos of bewildering thoughts^ 
which surrounded^ blinded, deafeued her^ 
duriug the remainder of Divine service, accom- 
panied ber bomeward patb^ and haunted ber 
throughout the unblest evening. 

On the following morning Dr. CLi^holm 
called at the Grange^ and in the course of 
gossip, announeed the unexpected departure of 
Mr. Arthur Bertram from Kingsconnell. It 
was very odd; very sudden. The young 
gentleman had been in church ; they must ali 
bave seen him there ; and he went home after 
the first service. The rest of the party had 
remained for the second, — and a large party 
they were ! e very body was there, the doctor 
believed, who was in the boase; and after 
church, they had driven two or three miles 
round to show some of the ladies the view of 
St. Michael's from the Whinny-bill. Tbis 
made them rather late of getting home ; and 
when they arrived, lo and bebold I the first 
news that met them was that Mr. Arthur had 
gone off in the Glasgow mail, which passed 
the gates balf an bour before ! His servant 
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remained behind to pack up and foUow hiiu 
next day. He Lad left a note for Lady Ber- 
tram^ in whicli she said he had announced to 
her that a letter from some one^ bat Dr. Chis- 
holm could not clearly make out whoni^ had 
caused this sudden move. 

Many were the exclamations which foUowed 
this narrative. 

^^And did Dr. Chisholm know/' Miss 
Grace at length anxiously enquired^ ^^when 
there was a chance of Mr. Arthur coming 
back V 

" Oh ! goodness knows that, Miss Grace V' 
replied the doctor, proud of superior informa- 
tion. " He is fairly chained to the oar now^ 
and we may think ourselves fortunate if we 
get a sight of bis face once a year^ and may-be 
not that. There are not many holidays going 
at the Foreign Office, they say ; but, moreover, 
Sir Thomas means to apply for an appointmeut 
abroad for Mr. Arthur, as soon as hdK;an take 
it ; and Sir Thomas has high interest, having 
held various diplomatic situations himself. 
Then there is Lord Mountjoye's interest. Mr. 

Arthur is suro of that, they say ^' Dr. 

Chishohn coughed, and interrupted himself, 
with a side glance at Beatrice ; who sat, stili 
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as a statue^ in her usuai wiudow^ her head bent 
over her work. 

"Anything been beard of Mr. Bcrtram 
lately, Doctor?'' enquired the old lady. 

"Yes, ma^am, a letter only on Saturday, 
from Malta. Mr. Bertram writes in good 
spirits^ and seems decidedly better; in the 
meantime, he is to pass the winter in Egypt 
and Syria, and visit the Holy Land. I fcar we 
shall see little of the family this winter either. 
Lady Bertram told me to-day that they ali go 
southward, in the course of another fortnight, 
and will not he back again till uext summer. 
I rather think there is some scheme on foot 
for spending the winter in Paris. It^s a pity 
of US bere ! a great loss to the neighbourhood. 
They're ali to be so scattered, you see ; and 
Mr. Hugh returns to Sandhurst immediately. 
My sister does nothing but lament over the 
change at Kingsconnell. What will she say 
when I go home and teli her that Mr. Arthur 
is gone V^ 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Away — away to thy sad and silent home ! 

Weep bitter tears upon thy dcsolated hearth! 
Watch the flitting shades as like ghosts they go and come, 

And complicate strange webs of melancholy mirth ! 
♦ ♦ • but till the spella shall flee, 

Which that house and heath and garden made dear to 

thee ere while,' 

Thy remerobrance, and repentance, and deep musings 

are not free 

' From the music of two voices, and the light of one sweet 

smile." 

P. B. Shelley. 

GoNB ! Arthur Bertram gone 1 Gone without 
a word, without a sign, — without a prospect, 
almost, of meetiug again ! Beatrice could re- 
alise no other idea; and this one was like 
some dark nightmare, — something felt, not 
seen; dim, and indistinct, and terrible. She 
quietly escaped to the school-room, closed the 
door, and sat down, and tried to think, to feel, 
— to weep, — but slie could do none of these. 
She was stunned. She did not yet distinctly 
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feel that she sliould see him no more ; bat the 
desolating consciousness dawned upou her by 
degrees; and long, and dark, and agonizing 
was the conflict through which, unsuspected by 
ali around, her spirit passed in consequence. 

It must be remembered that Beatrice had 
no clue to Àrthur's feelings; that she knew 
nothing of what had passed between him and 
bis mother; nothing beyond the fact that 
after as much devotcdness, short of an explicit 
avowal of affection, as it was possible for man 
to show to woman, — and after a leave taking 
full of uDspoken but unmistakable tendemess, 
he had retumed to her near neighbourhood 
only to shun and avoid her, and that in the 
most marked manner. It was thence impos- 
sible for her to draw any other than one of 
two conclusions; either that wrought upon by 
bis own and bis mother's disgust with the 
coarseness of ber relations, and the Yulgar pre- 
tension of her step-mother, he had weakly 
suffered him self to be persuaded to give her 
up, and had already nearly forgotten her in a 
new attachment; or else that he had never 
loved her at ali; that in ber ignorance, sim- 
plicity, and imprudence, she had given her 
whole heart to one who did not appreciate the 
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gift; to ìFhom her too-evident partiality had 
been the amusement of bis unoccupied bours ; 
and in wbose eyes her fatai facility in ad- 
mitting bis visits and attentions must bave 
compromised ber in a manner torturing to be 
thought of. And then wouid arise the re- 
membrance of tbat fatai night^ that terrible 
conversation with her father ; a memory which^ 
though long and sedulously repelled and stifled^ 
coiild not be extinguished so entirely^ as not to 
be awakened into torturing li fé by recent cir- 
cumstances^ affording as tbey seemed to do^ 
too strong a corroboration of its truth. Anon^ 
to counterbalance ali this, there would be a 
thousand recoUections of an opposite nature; 
a thousand reminiscences of words^ and looks^ 
and actions^ which told a very different tale; — 
down to that last inexpressibly mournful gaze 
which had been so immoveably bent upon her 
countenance, throughout every one of those 
unhappy Sundays when Arthur had appeared 
in bis old place in church; and when alone 
they had looked in each others faces^ elsewhere 
unseen. These were combined with memories 
more convincing stilla of the words and looks^ 
and actions of bis brothers ; — of William ; who 
had always treated her more as a sister than 
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any thing else; even of the consideration 
manifested towards ber by tbe young Hugh. 
And tbnis did ber restless spirita like tbe 
troubled sea> keep tossing on from despair to 
bope^ — ^from doubt to assurance^-^and back to 
doubt and to despair again. And ali tbis in 
secret; in tbe deptbs of ber own beart^-bearing 
an outward aspect of calmness; — often of 
gaiety; till as time rolled on^ tbe effects of 
tbe internai struggle began at last to manifest 
tbemselves on tbe outward frame; and the 
tardily-awakened perception of tbis in those 
around ber^ was tbe means of brìnging about 
an unexpected change in winter, in ber's and 
Helen^s existence. ^ 

Miss Babie Cbisholm said many tbings ex- 
pressire of regret, and dropped many mysterious 
hints and surmises wben sbe leamed that 
Arthur Bertram bad departed ; but she found 
more to say some months after^ wben winter 
bad sunk darkly down upon the neigbbourhood, 
and ''Youth and Life were gone away/^ not 
only from Kingsconnell but from tbe Grange. 

"Deary me! Miss Susie," was ber salu- 
tation one Sunday moming in January^ to the 
niece of tbe late ministeri who bad taken up 
ber abode in a neat small house very near 
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the Doctor's, " deary me ! You were not wise 
to come home from Edinburgh ai this lime of 
the year. You'll jind us ali uncommonly dull 
here/' 

'^I like my own fire-side. Miss Babie, and 
Tm no great hand at visiting/^ was the meek 
Miss Susie^s reply. ^' Bat what has come over 
ye, Ma'am/' 

" Oh ! we're just in a deserted state." And 
herewith foUowed a narrative of ali the móve- 
ments of the Bertram family, as already an- 
noimced by Dr. Chisholm. '^And tlien the 
Grange^ Miss Susie I I declare it^s dismal to 
see it, now the youug ladies are away/' 

The latter circumstance being one of which 
Miss Susie had not heard^ Miss Babie pro- 
ceeded to inform her that so far back as the 
end of November, the younger Miss Lockharts, 
had gone to spend the winter with their cousin. 
Miss Alexpnder, whose inmates they stili were, 
and that Dr. Chisholm had been greatly re- 
joiced at this circumstance, — for though he 
was very cautious in talking of bis patients, he 
could not conceal from her that he was most 
seriously uneasy about Miss Beatrice. 

" Miss Beetress, Ma'am ? l'm greatly dis- 
tressed to bear that^ Miss Babie I " exclaimed 
her hearer in a tone of warm interest. 
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*' Yes, indeed, Ma'am. We were ali greatly 
distressed in the neighbourhood. Indeed there 
was a great deal said about it^ far and near, for 
Tm sure you must remember^ Miss Susie, 
bow ili Miss Beetress looked from the time 
that a certain young gentleman went away? 
And Fve heard more on that subject than I^m 
at liberty to repeat. People were ali taken up 
about the business^ for the young ladies are 
great favourites in the county. And Mr. 
Arthur's a universa! favourite too, you see." 

^^ He^s a. good looking lad/' observed Miss 
Susie in her quiet tone. 

^^ Good looking^ Miss Susie ! I can teli 
you it's admitted on ali hands that there^s not 
been the like of Mr. Arthur Bertram seen 
since the days of Douglas^ Duke of Hamilton. 
The fine ladies in London are ali pulling caps 
for him, Vm told." 

^^ But that's no excuse for him behaving ili 
to Miss Beetress Lockhart, Miss Babie.^' 

'^ Par be it from me, Miss Susie, to say so I 
And as far be it from me to accuse Mr. Arthur. 
If there was blame in the matter, Ma^am, it 
was laid at another door than his. Sir 
Thomas is a proud man. But it is not for me 
in my seeteation, to repeat the idle clatters 
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that go about. Only the Doctor was called in 
to Miss Beetress^ about Martinmas ; and not 
before it was time ; for she was just wasted to 
a shadow/' 

"And what was ber complaint^ Miss Babie V 
"She hadnone Miss Susie; neither cough^nor 
pain^ nor any thing. It was just like a dwining. 
But as the Doctor said, — ^it^s not the first time 
people bave pined away and died, without any 
pain. How it might bave ended I don^t know ; 
but Miss Alexander insisted on the young ladies 
coming to ber ; which they did ; and the Doctor 
has been attending Miss Beetress there^ and 
thinks much better of ber now. Miss Car- 
ruthers told bim^ only the last time he was 
there^ that she had never seen Miss Alexander 
so taken up with any thing^ or so much 
interested^ as she was in Miss Beetress Lock- 
hart." 

" Aye, aye ? Well, its but naturai^ Ma^am/^ 
"Not so naturai as you would think to 
Miss Alexander, Miss Susie. Miss Carruthers 
was terrified when some of the county gentry 
first began talking of this business before ber ; 
and blaming Mr. Arthur (though I do not say 
the blame lies at bis door) for bis conduct. 
She thought it would be such an afiront to 
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Miss Alexander to hear that one of ber kith 
and kin bad been sligbted. But quite tbe 
contrary. Sbe took it up most warmly ; was 
quite grìeved^ and distressed about it; and 
nerer rested till sbe bad tbe young ladies 
settled with berself for tbe winter. And as 
the Doctor says^ it^s wonderful wbat cbange of 
air and scene will do for young people. And 
tbere^s Mr. Carmicbael^ I declare I ^^ exclaimed 
Miss Babie^ interrupting berself as tbey en- 
tered tbe cburcb-yard gate. " I was afraid we 
were late, Miss Susie, but we^U do/^ 

*^ Mr. Carmicbaers looking ili, I tbink, Miss 
Babie/' observed ber friend, as tbe clergyman 
after bowing to tbem, entered tbe cburcb/' 

^^ He^s greatly ebanged, Miss Susie. And 
tbere's a great deal of dispeace in tbe parisb. 
Tbe Doctor was just saying, be tbougbt thiugs 
bad never been rigbt in Kingsconnell Parisb 
since tbat preacbing at tbe Linns of Connell. 
It set every body off tbe books/' 

A knot of parisbioners, profiting by tbe 
cbeerful frosty sunsbine, to Unger for a few 
minutes^ talk around tbe gate, were eagerly 
discussing tbe same subject, — that, namely, 
of tbe dissensions in tbe parisb, at tbe same 
moment with Miss Babie and ber companion. 
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"Ken ye, John Teugh/' said one speaker^ 
turning to another of the group^ an old man in 
a grey plaid and bluebonnet^ — ^'if the minister 
and Thammas Brodie's made it up yet V 

'^Pm thinkin' no/' returned the senior. 
The sough gaed that Thammas suld hae tellt 
the minister he would resign the eldership 
snner nor see the Cutty Stool set up i' the 
Eirk again ! and the minister he stood up rael 
pooerfu' for the awncient discipleen o' the Kirk ; 
— an' nae doot but there's something in that." 

" Aye/' put in another ; " there's a dael 
in't. That was what Peter Macfie said, and 
Bauldie Thamson, at the Kirk Session. They 
kind o' sided wi' the minister. But the schule- 
maister, Maister Pawmieloof, — he was clean 
again them. And Thammas Brodie, they teli 
me, is nouther to haud nor to bind." 

" Weél, aweel," interposed another village 
oracle, "Pm no clear but the minister has 
the richts o' the controversy. And I wad just 
rede Thammas Brodie to ca' canny, ah' no set 
fock speakin' ! " 

"Troth, ye may say sae, Eben GeddesI" 
exclaimed a female voice, as a pair of matrons 
came up with the party. '^I mind fu' weel 
when his sister Jean " 
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But at this crìsis^ *' the ringing-in'' of the 
beli fortunately interrapted the conversation, 
as it threatened to assume a personal and scan- 
dalous character^ — and compelled the inter- 
locutors to wend their way inside the church. 

A change had indeed come over the out- 
ward appearance of Mr. Carmichael. He looked^ 
withìn a short time^ an older and graver man^ 
— thinner and more sallow even than of old. 
Por this, it might be, there were other and 
deeper reasons than the dissensions in his 
parish, grievous though he felt them to be. 
But to these reasons no human being besides 
himself possessed the cine. That^ as a hopeless 
dream, was bnried in his own heart. He busied 
himself, in devout eamestness of purpose, with 
the spiritual welfare of his parishioners, — 
passing his days in laborious efiforts of the 
kind, and his nights in studyj and gradually 
plunged more and more deeply into those 
bewildering and entrancing speculations, and 
these schemes for the renovation of discipline 
in the Kirk, which were at that time occupying 
the minds of Edward Irving and his foUowers. 
It was by means like these, indeed, that the 
imaginative and rererential men who turned 
aaide after that dazzling meteor-Ught, strove 

▼OL. III. E 
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to allay the cravisg which possessed them for 
unity and rest; a craving which the Com- 
munion^ to which circumstances^ not naturai 
bias^ had attached them^ afforded no means 
of satisfying. Many were the schisms which 
had arìsen amongst the elders^ in consequence 
of their minister's new views, — some of which, 
too deadly to be quelled, had resulted in ac- 
cessione to the Dissenting congregation at 
Gatesford ; and a busy woman was Miss Menie 
Mark, nor less so Miss WiUie Lockhart, so 
soon as each successive feud became known. 
But none of these things moved Mr. Carmichael. 
He proceeded on his way in perfect singleness 
of intention, and with the most conscientious 
desire to fulfil the duties entrusted to him ; and 
in endeavours after usefiilness, and personal 
holiness, songht to forget the solitude of his 
earthly path. 
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CHAPTER V. 

** How shall I woo her?— I will stand 

Besìde her when she sings, 
And watch that fine and fairy hand 

Flit o'er the glitterìng stringa ; 
And I will teli her I haye heard, 

Tho' sweet her song roay he, 
A Yoice whose every whìspered word 

Was more than song to me." 

ACTHOR OF " LlLLIAN." 

The scene of our narrative shifts once more to 
Milldenhanger, where in the end of the inohth 
of Augusta that same year^ was assembled a 
numerous party, of which Mr. Ingram and 
Arthur Bertràm again were membérs; and 
where, one day, the particular friend and con- 
fidante of the former gentleman, Lady Lucy 
Greville, dined, in company with sèveral other 
county neighbours. 

This lady, as wàs usually the case, found 
hèrsélf seàted next to Mr. Ingram during 
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dinner, and again in the course of the evening, 
when the party was dispersed amongst the 
yarious apartments of the suite. Mary Adair 
had jast been singìng^ and Arthur was the 
nearest to her amongst the knot of entranced 
listeners surrounding her harp; and as she 
now sat, the centre of the group, it was to him 
that she most frequently and pointedly ad- 
dressed herself. 

'^I should say/^ remarked Lady Lucy to 
her companion^ that there was a mutuai admi- 
ratìon there, Mr. Ingram ?" 

'^I think so/' he replied. "Miss Adair 
makes no secret, indeed, of her preference for 
Mr. Bertram's society. It is displayed in such 
a manner as must be flattering in no common 
degree to any young man, from so beautiful a 
woman ; and in his case it evidently increases 
the force of the speli, the fascination, which 
enthralls him. For I hold to my first opinion. 
Lady Lucy. It is fascination, not love, on his 
part. Chemically speaking, the attraction of 
repulsìon is there, but it is overpowered by 
that of cohesion." 

" Love, or fascination, be it,'' answered the 
somewhat matter-of-fact Lady Lucy, " I should 
think it will come to the same thing in the 
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end j and T cannot control my astonìshment^ 
I must say^ when I see it. What can Lord 
and Lady Mountjoye be thinkìng of ? Mr. 
Bertram is no match for their daughter/' 

^^ Why, they might certainly aspire — ^in 
shorts there is nothìng to which the parents of 
Mary Adair might not aspire for her. But you 
overlook one fact, my dear Lady Lucy. Miss 
Àdair is as completely the controller of her 
own destinies at home^ as she is of those of 
others abroad. Her influence over her parents 
is absolute. I really do not think she has 
ever known restraint in her life. And then 
recoUect, they do not see ali that we cool 
lookers-on do. In their eyes young Bertram 
is only one of an host surrounding their 
daughter. Ali the mute language of the eye, 
which is manifest to me^ because I am on 
the watch for such things^ is lost upon them/' 

" So much the worse !" said Lady Lucy, 
'* and not what I should have expected from 
Lady Mountjoye. Is Mr. Bertram^s elder 
brother stili alive V 

" Stili, but I imagine in a hopeless state of 
health. This, you know, materially alters his 
prospects.'^ 

^'Yes, but nevertheless, there is, as vou 
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BBjy scarcely'a match in the kingdom too high 
for Mary Adair» I happen to know, however, 
that durìng the last season she declined two 
unexceptionable proposals ; so that I suppose 
she must have things a good deal her own way. 
Mr. Bertram is certainly very attractive." 

" Singularly so. He is a yonth whom I 
feel disposed to grieve over. I trace the pro- 
gress of so much mischief in his character 
sìnce the la^t tìme I met with him here ; so 
much of which the germs alone were visìble 
then ; and yet withal he is a creature whom it 
is impossible to help liking and admiring. He 
has been su^rounded by temptation in London 
these two last seasons. My nephew^ Charles 
Ingram Thoresby, who ìs in the Foreign Office^ 
you know^ is well acquainted with him, and 
says he is an universal favourite. But I have 
reason to suspect that he has been excessively 
extravagant and thoughtless ; wild, as it is 
called, and something more, I fear. Certainly 
there is a change, a great change, in the ex- 
pression of his countenance since we last met ; 
that bright, open look he had is gone And 
other things, — trifling indications of a mind 
over-excited, restless, I should say unhappy, 
strike me. It is well> perhaps, that he is 
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leaving London. And yet the diasipated^ 

gambling Court of is no desirable ex- 

change either; espedally as I bave heaid it 
whispered tbat he has abready been tempted 
more than once to high play.'^ 

'^ la bis appointment, then^ to Lord 'a 

embassy ?" 

" It is. He told me this moming that he 
means to start for Scotland to-morrow^ to pass 
a abcHTt while at bome^ previous to bis depar* 
ture." 

Here the conyersationwas interrupted by a 
movement amongst the younger portion of the 
company. A lady seated herself at the piano- 
forte, and began playing a spirited waltz. 
Several couples instantly arose, and Arthur 
Beitram offered bis arm to Mary Adair. 

"One last waltz/' he whispered, as they 
took their places. ^^ To-morrow I shall not he 
here to claim your band." 

The dance began, and as usuai, every eye 
in the room was attracted by the beauty and 
grace of that one couple. Again and again 
they paused, and yet again resumed the waltz, 
as if unable tp relinquish what they were not 
soon destined to enjoy together again. His 
arm eneircling Mary's form, the golden ringlets 
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that fell upon her snowy neck almost touchinfi^ 
his cheek in their light wavy motion, her volup- 
tuous beauty and matchless grace displayed in 
the fulness of their perfection, Arthur^s brain 
felt whirling, his soul in tumuli > — ^he was no 
longer master of himself. Throughout the 
whole evening, indeed^ he had been like one 
moring in a bewildering dream. The idea of 
returning to Kingsconnell^ to the neighbour- 
hood of Beatrice^ the memory of that nerer- 
to-be-forgotten love, the Eros of his existenee, — 
contending' with the Anteros which led him 
captive in the presence of Mary Adair, — ali 
this was combined with recollections of his 
elder brother^s letters of affectianate warning 
and remonstrance, with self-accusing thoughts 
of what his recent life had been, and bitter 
ones contrasting his present with his fbrmer 
self. Soul and sense, passion and reason, were 
at war within; and over ali was difiused a 
vague, dreamy, pninful consci ousness that he 
was on the ève of quitting the presence of the 
enchantresa who had acquired such power oveir 
him; that he was that night gazing on her 
beauty for the last timo ; perhaps in truth the 
last for him ; for he could not blind himself to 
the fact that more than one amongst the 
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^ests in her father's house manifested a more 
particular devotion to her^ whom ali admired ; 
and that their pretensione were far superior to 
bis. Yet had Arthur Bertram been at that 
moment asked^ in sober seriousness^ whether or 
not he actuallj wished to become the husband 
of Mary Adair^ he would at once have an- 
swered in the negative. The power she exer- 
cised was over bis senses alone. Beyond her 
one wonderful gift of music^ and the inexpli- 
cable influence which belonged to her, she had 
no talent, and Arthur had known what it was 
to love where the gifts of intellect, imagination, 
and feeling^ were combined with personal at- 
traction. So he could feel apart from Mary ; 
but beiide her, a spirit of jealous rivalry took 
possession of bis whole nature, at the sight of 
her power over other men ; and served stili 
farther to inflame hìs fancy, and obscure bis 
reason. 

At last the waltz was over ; and whilst a 
quadrille was being formed, to the proffered 
playing of another musician, some of the 
couples wha had been dancing stroUed into the 
other rooms. Arthur, stili retaining Miss 
Adair^s arm in bis, drew her gently on till 
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they reached the doors of the conservatory, 
into which one of the drawing-rooms opened. 
They entered its dìmly-lighted alleys^ which 
presented a soft contrast to the brìllìaucy of 
the apartments beyond^ and slowly sauntering 
on^ carne at last to a pause beside a fountain^ 
which trickled from an um berne by a marble 
Naiadi into a basin of the same material. On 
the edge of this they stood leaning for a 
few minutes ; the eyes of Arthur fixed in silent 
admiration on the exquisite form before him^ as 
she bent over the rim^ and dipped her white 
and taper fingers in the cool water. At last 
she raised her eyes^ and looked hixn in the face. 
A thrill pervaded his whole frame as she did so. 

"You go to-morrow morning^ early, Mr. 
Bertram^ don't you V^ she inquired. 

" I do/^ said Arthur, '^ very early. I must 
say farewell to-night.'^ 

"It is a word I do not like to say/' rr- 
turned she. " When shall we waltz together 
again ?*' 

" When, indeed V^ he exclaimed. " But 
that is a question for me to ask,-^not you.^' 

"Why, Mr. Bertram? What do you 
mean V' 

"Why?'* he replied with vehemence. 
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** Why^ bot because my place may soon be 
dupplied. 

' The moon can look 
On many a brook. 
The brook beholds no moon but this.' " 

" Do you really think so ?" The question 
was asked in a low voice ; and again those be- 
vildering eyes were fixed upon him. His 
passionate gaze met her's ; — for one moment 
they were cast down; then again uplìfted to 
bis face with that strange^ peculiar glance^ 
which it was scarce in man to withstand. 

Arthur did not withstand it. His brain 
reeled ; an intoxicating whirl of ideas crowded 
upon him ; ere he knew that he had done it^ he 
had seized ber hand^ and said — he never couid 
recali what, * -x- * * * 

AH was confusion from that moment; — 
a wild tumult of strangely-troubled delight was 
ali that* he could remember^ when in his own 
ohamber that night he dismissed his servante 
and flung himself into a chair by an open win- 
dow; resting his burning forehead on its cold 
ledge. He could recali no distinct words; 
nothing but a dim impression that he had said 
more than he meant^ — «more than he felt ; and 
that ali he ' said had been met — more than 
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met — by a creature whose entrancing beauty 
lefk him powerless to retract^ bad such a thing 
been otherwise possible ; though now that ber 
eye was no longer upon him, he felt that he 
would bave given worlds toi.ndo what bad been 
done. Something he remembered of covering 
the band he bad held with passionate kisses ; — 
something of being startled by approaching 
footstepS; and of parting with an understanding, 
rather implied than expressed, that althougb 
bis feelings were entirely reciprocated, nothing 
must for the present be said upon the subject 
to the parents of either party. For one single 
instant he bad pressed that matchless formt 
to bis heart; and then they bad separated. 
But a mist was over ali. In the distraction of 
bis thoughts, and the tumult of opposing 
feelings^ Arthur bad bad recourse, after the 
female part of the household bad left the gen- 
tiemen below stairs, to a remedy which of late, 
under the influence of many self-imposed 
troubles, bad become too little strange to him. 
He bad sought to drown reflection in deep 
draughts of wine ; and althougb the fatai 
expedient did not absolutely affect bis reason, 
it completed the bewildering confusion of bis 
ideas ; and added to the evil it was meant 
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to mitigate. Hours of tbat night passed, and 
morning was far advanced, ere he aroused him- 
«self from the wild waking dreams whicb had 
ìisurped the place of refreshing sleèp, and 
awoke to the consciousness of his impcnding 
departure ; and those calmer waking thoughts 
were net those of peace or joy. But it was 
done. He had uttered that which never can 
be recalled again ; and nothing was Icfc him 
but the usuai resource of those like himself, 
creatures of impulse^ slaves of the present 
hour, — namely, to leave the future to be di- 
rected by circurastances ; and let the current 
of events bear him along with it as it flowed. 

Arthur reached Kingsconuell in the after- 
noon of a beautiful and intensely-hot day ; and 
alighting from the mail at the south lodge^ 
learned from the gate-keeper that there was no 
one at home. It appeared that, owing to 
the miscarriage of a letter, announcing his 
intended arrivai at that time, he was not 
expected till some days later ; and Sir Thomas 
and Lady Bertram, Emily, and even Hugh, 
were at that moment absent on a visit ai 
Mordington, the seat of a nobleman, at 
the other extremity of the county. Arthur 
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heard the inteUigence without any very keen 
emotion of regret. He felt heated^ fatigued, 
and out of spirits ; and was not sony to anti-> 
cipate a solitary evening. Sending his sérvant 
on to the house to announce his arrivai, he 
slowly sauntered up the long avenue, enjoying 
the delicious coolness^ and gazìng on the deep 
shadows cast by the huge trees upon the velvet 
grass. As he advanced^ the long unbroken 
line of the avenue disclosed in the distance the 
figure of a man approaching from the direction 
of the house; and then gradually approxi- 
mating to each other, Arthur recognised Mr. 
Carmichael. 

A cordial greeting was exchanged between 
them; and the clergyman explained that he 
was at that moment retuming from a visit to a 
sick man^ the son of one of the keepers, at a 
cottage in the park. 

^^Pray tum with me, Carmichael," said 
Arthur. " I am going, I find, to an empty 
house ; and it is long since we bave met. It 
will be a charity to bestow your company upon 
me.'' 

'' WilUngly,'' replied Mr. Carmichael. '' It 
is long since I bave seen you, Arthur. Teli 
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me in the first place your news from Italy. I 
h^ive not heard from Bertram these three weeks 
and more. 

Arthur^ in reply^ detailed to bis friend 
many partieulars of bis brotlier^s bealth and 
pursuits ; none of which^ altbough he spoke in 
a tone of enforced cbeerfulness^ gave Mr. Car- 
micbael a very cheering impression. ^'You 
know^ of course/' he added, " tbat my fatber 
and motber, and my sister^ spent part of Jane 
and J.uly witb William at Lausanne. He was 
not allowed to come fartber nortb tbis year, 
and ordered to return to Italy before winter. I 
could not obtaìn leave of absence tben^ nor do 
I know when we shall meet. He feels tbis 
most painfiilly^ and to me it is dreadful. I 
bave no beart to return to Kingsconnell now. 
I miss bim bere more than anywbere. The 
place begins to assume such an aspect of gloom 
and sadness I I could fancy^ Carmicbael^ tbat 
the Curse was working." 

" Do not give way to such fancies," gravely 
replied Mr. Carmicbael. " We may do much 
witb our own destinies, for good or for evil. 
But you will not be long amongst us, I under- 
stand, Arthur, at any rate. They teli me you 
are appointed to the Embassy ?" 
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'^ I am/' said Arthur. *' I bave only come 
home now to say goodbye. I must make 
a round of the neighbourhood forthwith, for 
my time is limited. Teli me/' he added, after 
a moment^s pause, '^something about our 
neighbours. How are the worthy family at 
SempiUtower ?*' 

" Very well, indeed ; and at present a very 
numerous household. Mrs. Walter Sempill is 
there, with ber whole family; your old ac- 
quaintances^ Walter and Philip ; another fine 
little fellow, a Harrow school-boy, like his 
brothers ; and three nice girls.'* 

" Is she a nice person V 

'^ Particularly so. Quite an Englishwoman ; 
quieta reserved^ somewhat cold at first^ but 
that wears off on farther acquaintance^ and you 
get to like her exceedingly. And ber tho- 
roughly lady-like manners are a great contrast 
to the Idst specimen *' 

Mr. Carmichael stopped short, and without 
looking at his companion^ hastened on to 
another topic. 

"This was Walter SempilFs last year at 
Oxford ; and he has made some figure there. 
He is a remarkably fine young man, and prò- 
mises to keep up the credit of the good old 
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stock. The Laird and his anele wish him 
to study for the Scottish bar^ the immemorial 
profession of elder sona in our country ; and he 
means to take up his quarters in Edinburgh 
next winter for that purpoae/' 

" He Ì8 considered the heir to the property, 
I suppose V said Arthur. 

" Presumptive heir, of course. I must net 
make myself too late/' added Mr. Carmichael, 
looking at his watch; ^'for I am engaged to 
dine there to-day." 

" To'dnj, Carmichael ? I was in hopes that 
you meant to take compassion on me.'' 

" I am very sorry to say it is not in my 
power, for that reason. But, Arthur, why not 
come with me to Sempilltower ? You know 
there is nothing that the Laird and Mrs. Sem- 
pili more delight in, than any one takiug their 
hospitality for granted in that way. It would 
quite please them, I know." 

" I am well aware of that," said Arthur ; 
" and at any other time I should bave been too 
happy to bave availed myself of their kindness. 
But I cannot to-day, Carmichael. I do not 
feel up to it. I shall be much better at home, 
and at rest, if I can find it. I bave had very 
little of late." 
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'' Indeed^ you are not looking well/' said 
Mr. Carmichael^ glancing somewhat anxiously 
at his friend. " You bave not been ill^ bave 
you, Artbur ? We never heard of it." 

"111? Oh no!'' exelaimed Artbur, with 
forced gaiety. "Only leading ratber a dif- 
ferent life from yours, in tbese woods and 
sbades/' 

"It bas bad a different result too/' said 
Mr. Carmicbael. You bave lost your old look, 
Artbur. If we could go back some ten years 
now, and return to tbe former relation between 
US ; — or if tbe Cburcb '' 

" If I could be compelled to make you my 
confessor?'' interrupted Artbur in tbe same 
tone as before. " Setter not, Carmicbael. It 
would be a thankless office." 

Mr. Carmicbael viade no reply; but as they 
proceeded side by side, be continued now and 
tben to direct au eamest and anxious gaze 
upon tbe air and countenance of tbe young 
man in wbom be felt so affectionate an interest 
Notbing, as be acknowledged to bimself, could 
surpass tbe perfection of eitber; and yet tbe 
longer be looked, tbe more convinced be felt 
tbat ali was not rigbt^ not as it bad once been, 
witbin. Tbey bad now reacbed tbe parterre 
in front of tbe bouse. 



KING8C0NNELL. 91 

''Come on the 8tone*terrace^ Carmichael,^' 
said Arthur. " Don't leave me yet. If you will 
allow me to order the dog-cart to take you 
home in half an hour^ that will giye you ampie 
time, won't it ? And it will be quite a charity, 
I astnre you/^ 

Mr. Carmichael assented^ and Arthur^ ring- 
ing the front-door beli, gave the necessary 
orders. They then proceeded along the ter- 
raee, upon which the westering suo was flinging 
an oppressive lustre ; yet Mr. Carmichael ob- 
served that bis companion shivered more than 
once. He did not speak again until they had 
descended the flight of steps at the extremity> 
and reached the lower walk ; and when he did, 
it was to ask one or two trifling questions, the 
replies to whiph he heaxd with an air of ab- 
sence and pre-occupation. At last by an evi- 
dent effort, the interrogatory so long trembling 
on bis lips, faund utterance. 

''By the way, Carmichael, you bave not 
told me any thiug of the Grange family V^ 

" I bave not much to teli/' gravely replied 
Mr. Carmichael, in whom the question acoused 
the emotions of stern indignation which the 
charm of Arthur's winning and cordial nianner 
had momentarily luUed. "You are probably 
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aware that Miss Beatrice Lockhart was thought 
to be dying last winter ? ^' He paused abruptly ; 
for bis companìon became deadly pale^ and 
staggerìng backward^ sank upon one of the ter« 
race seats. Mr. Carmichael stood silently by ; 
and Arthur^ after a few minutes^ by a yiolent 
eflPort, recovered himself ; but not, as bis friend 
had hoped^ to open bis heart to him, or explain 
bis own conduct. 

" Teli me every thing ! " was ali be said, in 
a low hoarse voice. — " Is she is Miss Lock- 
hart teli me" 

" She has quite recovered ber healtb and 
spirits/^ replied Mr. Carmichael^ who felt no 
inclination to lead bim to suppose bis own 
power so unbounded. "But neither she nor 
Miss Helen is at present at the Grange.^' 

" And in a few words, be informed Arthur 
of the circumstances with which the reader is ai- 
ready acquainted, adding that early in the sprìng 
Helen had been invited to spend some months 
with ber Uncle and Aunt, Mr. and Mrs. Lock- 
hart Clephane^ whose eldest daughter had just 
been married. They had asked Helen to come 
and be ber remaining cousin's companion^ and 
partake^ with ber, of the instructions of various 
masters. She bad^ accordingly resided a con- 
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siderable time with them in Edinburgh^ and 
then accompanied them to their couniiy-resi. 
dence in West-Lotb^an; where she was joined 
by Beatrice. The sisters bad only retumed to 
the Grange about three weeks since ; but were 
just then on a visit to Miss Violet Alexander^ 
with whom Mr. Carmichael believed they were 
to remain some little while. 

" And now/^ he added, '' my time is out, I 
fear. Do you feel better, Arthur ? Are you 
able to walk to the house ? Take my arm/' 

'^Thank you/^ said Arthur^ rising and ac- 
cepting it. 

" You had better lie down and rest/^ said 
Mr. Carmichael^ as they approached the house. 
" I feel quite uneasy in the idea of leaving you 
alone ali the evening.'^ 

" You are very kind^ Carmichael/^ replied 
Arthur in a low and subdued voice; "but 
there really is nothing amiss with me. If only 

'^ he checked himself^ in something he 

seemed about to say. " We shall meet again 
soon^ I bope ? '^ added he^ as they carne round 
to the front of the house. " I shall not remain 
long at Kingsconnell; not longer than I can 
help, most certainly ; and then, after that, — who 
can teli when we may again come together V 
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" Well, Arthur, the world ih ali before you, 
and a brillìant world. And yet I am not easy 
about you. This is neither the place nor the 
time for saying ali that I have in my heart to 
say, as your minister, aa yonr own friend, and 
the friend of your brother ; — but ^' 

"I think I can anticipate part of it/' said 
Arthur with a smile, at variance with the ex- 
pression of his countenance, and the tone of 
his voice. ^'You would say to me, and too 
truly, perhaps, — ' what shall it profit a man if 
he gain the whole world, and lese his own 
soul?'" 

'' And if I would say so, Arthur ? But 

I see the dog-cart at the gate. Take care of 
yourself. Parewell for a little while.'* 

Mr. Carmichael drove off, and Arthur stood 
gazing after him for a few minutes, tfaen list- 
lessly tumed towards the house ; where at the 
open door stood the housekeeper, a kind 
motherly person, full of welcomes to Mr. Arthur, 
of apologies for the empty house, and of anxiety 
to know what he would like to have for dìnner. 
These matters being dispatched as hastily as 
was consisteilt with the kindly courtesy which 
markcd the young man's conduct towards every 
one with whom he eame into contact, Arthur 
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asked to be admitted to lùs brother's apart- 
ments ; and was preceded thither by the house- 
keeper in person^ who poured fortb as sbe 
went^ ber hopes that Mr. Bertram migbt soon 
return to inhabit tbem again. 

*'Poor dear young gentleman!'* sbe ex- 
claimed to herself^ as in tbe act of closìng tbe 
door of tbe Octagon room^ sbe perceived Àrtbur 
fiing bimself on tbe sofà wbicb was wont to be 
ocoupied by William^ and bidè bis face in bis 
bands. " ^Tis easy to see bow be feels about 
bis brotber I And indeed^ tbis is not like tbe 
same bouse since Mr. Bertram left/' 

Little did tbe wortby woman suspect tbe 
tempest of feelings wbicb at tbat moment swept 
tbrougb tbe breast of ber young master ! To 
one so peculiarly alive to outward impressions 
as Artbùr^ tbis silente solitary return to bis 
fatber's bouse^ tbe result of mere accident 
tbougb it were^ spoke more forcibly tban a 
tbousand bomilies. And every recoUection^ so 
2ong deadened or obscured^ of past days^ and 
past feelings, awoke as witb a giant's strengtb 
amidst tbese familiar scenes; — bis brotber's 
voice again sounded in bis ears^ — ^bìs brotber's 
pale spiritual countenance seemed again to rise 
before him ^-^finother face was tbere beside 
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him ; — a young, bright^ innocent face ; and he 
himself^ as brighi^ as free from ali the thousand 
stains which 8Ìnce tbat tìme had darkened bis 
innocence; — and yet this was but two short 
years ago I — If passionate vows, — if tears which 
he felt no slur upon his ma^hood^ — if heart- 
rending sobs of penitence could bave availed 
to blot out the past and strengthen the wa- 
vering will for the future, that hour of agony 
in his brother's deserted room had seen Arthur 
Bertram arise a renovated being. But alasi 
not in man's own strength may such penitence 
avail, or such vows be fulfilled. One hour, — 
many hours, — of aoguish will not undo the 
baleful effects of years spent in self-pleasing, — 
an existence passed without God in the world. 
Feeling, without a senso of duty, that senso 
derived from high religious principio alone, is 
" as the moming cloud, and as the early dew, 
which passeth away/^ 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Dark Inexorable Might ! 
Grant — oh I grani me but this night! 
This single night at rest to be, 
Then, stern one i then, IMI eope with thee." 

The Ancestriì:88, 
From the German of F. Grillparzee. 



Mr. Carmichael's information to Arthur re- 
specting the movements of the younger Miss 
Lockharts proved to be incorrect, as he was 
speedily made aware, by finding Helen, radiant 
in blushing happiness, seated in a window by 
Walter^s side at Sempilltower, on his somewhat 
late arrivai there. 'Miss Grace, who was like- 
wise in presence, informed him that her nieces 
had unexpectedly returned home the previous 
evening, on account of Miss Violet's being 
obliged to repair to Glasgow on business ; and 
that Beatrice was quite weH but had dcclined 
accompanying theni that day^ on plea of &tigae 

VOL. III. F 
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after a longer walk than usuai iu the heat of 
the forenoon. 

This was the truth; and yet not ali the 
truth. Beatrice had accidentally learned that 
the whole famiiy were absent from Kings* 
connell; and feeling the most intense desire 
to revisit the walks on the other side of the 
river, vhere she had not been for upwards of a 
twelvemonth^ she gladly availed herself of an 
excuse for not dining at Sempilltower ; and 
took her way thither early in the evening. 
The day^ as lias been mentioned^ had been one 
of oppressive heat ; and the approach of evening 
did not bring its usuai refreshing coolness. 
The sky was bright and unclouded overhead ; 
but on the verge of the western horizon huge 
piles of clouds began to come towering up, 
their edges bright with ali manner of gorgeous 
hues, but dark and heavy in the centre ; slowly 
rising, enlarging, and spreading ominously over 
the deep blue above. Of these appearances, 
ìiowever. Beatrice saw nothing down amongst 
the woods. She was only conscious of the 
breathless stillness of the atmosphere^ and of 
that peculiar feeling of depression which. pre- 
cedes a thunderstorm ; but her mind occupied 
on other thoughts^ did not dwell much upon 
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the subject. Like him to whom she was un- 
consciously so near^ she was gathering up '' the 
electric chain'^ of associatioa from every object 
around her^ — finding ber old ideas wbere she 
had lefk them^ and livìng over past bours too 
inteusely to have acute perceptions of the 
present. 

Following the windings of a walk on the 
opposite side of the Connell Water to the 
Grange, a sudden tum brought ber to a point 
wbere a massive piane- tree stood out upon the 
bank overbanging the stream, its trunk en- 
compassed hj a circular bencb. And leaning 
with folded arms against the trunk, and intently 
gazing on the opposite side of the water, she 
bebeld a tali motionless figure, wbo remained 
in the same attitude, as if unconscious of ber 
presence, on ber nearer approach. An indefi- 
nable sensation — an instinct — gave her waming 
wbo it was. She stopped short, — ^nearly choked 
by the tbrobbing of her heart. He turned 
bis head, — stood £or an instant witbout stirring, 
— ^then advanced, and extended bis band. 

''Miss Lockhart,^' he falteringly said, as 
she gave him her's, " this is very unexpected. I 
had no idea — I was told you were from home.^^ 

" And I," replied Beatrice, striving to steady 
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lier trembling voice, — "that there was no one 
at Kingsconnell ; else I should not have becn 
bere." 

" There is no one," said Arthur, " but my- 
self, and I only arrived a few hours ago. It is 
long — longsince we have met in these woods!" 

" It is," answòred Beatrice. She meant to 
have added something in anindifferent tone, but 
ber voice failed ber. 

''I have not forgotten the last time;" pur- 
sned Arthur in a low voice. 

''It is best forgotten," Beatrice found 
strength to say. " Good-night, Mr. Bertram." 

" Good-night ! " he exclaimed with sudden 
vehemence. "How? why? — We never used 
to part so." 

''That is ali over," said Beatrice; "and we 
must do so now. Good-night." She held out 
ber band as she spoke; and it was caught, 
clasped, held fast in bis. Hitherto she had 
not looked bim in the face ; but now she raised 
ber eyes, and raet bis. In the gathering gloom 
they stood, and gazed once more upon each 
otber. His eyes, more eloquent than speech, 
seemed to scan ber inmost soul, as she looked 
ou the countenance which had haunted her 
dreams for years, and marked its expression of 
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trouble, of agitation, and pain, — so changed 
from the brìght, glad aspect of old. And Ar- 
thur, on bis part^ dwelt on the lineaments of 
her face,-the pale transparent purity, which 
had taken place of its mantling bloom ; — the 
added 8*veetness^ thought, and refinement, 
which characterized the eye, the lips^ and the 
brow^ and felt that she had never been so lovelj 
as now^ — never so dear to bis soul as at the 
moment when* honour alike to her and to 
another told him that thej never ought to 
meet again. But its dictates were unheard 
in the tumultous rush of emotious eaused bv 
the sight of Beatrice. 

"Do not, — do not say good-night^ Miss 
Lockhart ! ^^ he exclaimed^ in answer to her 
last words. " This may be our only meeting. 
I am bere but for a few days before goiug 
abroad. We, who were once such friends — do 
not let US part thus.^^ 

Beatrice could not answer. The rebellious 
sob — the " hystèrica passio^' rose in ber throat, 
and forbade speech. It was a bitter moment. 
But she gently withdrew her hand^ and strug- 
gled for coraposure. 

" I must go home/' she said at last. "It 
will soon get dark^ and the bridge is a good 
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wBj off. I have walked farther than I in- 
tended/' 

At that moment^ a flash of lìghtiiing so 
vivìd as nearlj to blind her, darted between 
them, almost ìnstantaneously followed by a clap, 
a roar, of thunder^ directly overhead as ìt 
seemed; wbìcli roUing^ reverberating, — re- 
dotibling, as if it never meant to end^ at last 
died in low muttered growla^ leaving a dead 
hush behind it. Beatrice stood for an instant 
stunned and stupified ; then she felt ber band 
again seized, and ber arm drawn witbin Ar- 
thur' s. 

" Come ! " he hastily said, — " come^ Miss 
Lockhart, let me take you home! We are 
going to bave a fearfnl storm.^' 

They walked rapidly along the patb for a 
few minutes in silence ; then again there was a 
vivid flash^ and anotber bideons roar ; followed 
by anotber and anotber. The wood seemed 
one sbeet of flame; the tumult over-bead was 
deafening^ — astounding^ — awfnl. But tbrougb 
ali was distinguisbable the low whisper of Ar- 
thur^ as stili moving hastily on, he drew ber 
more and more closely to bim. 

" You are not afraid ? Oh ! do not fear. 
There is no danger^ I trust. I eannot feel it. 
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I can feel nothing but the raptare of having 
you thus beside me/' 

Beatrice could not answer. Her agìtation, 
combined with the speed at which they walked, 
completely took away her breath. Another 
forked tongae of lightning — ^another louder, 
longer, more tremendous burst of thunderi 
Arthur's arm was now flong round her. She 
was pressed closely to his side, aa in the gloom 
of the darkened evening they emerged upon 
the banks of the Connell Water. The little 
wooden bridge was before them — they were 
advancing with rapid steps to cross it^ when 
suddenly a noise, a strange— distante booming 
sound^ momentarily approaching nearer, became 
audible above the thunder. The slight fabric 
of the bridge was seen to rock and quiver. 
Arthur paused listened 

" There is not a moment to be lost ? *' he 
exclaimed; and suddenly, ere Beatrice could 
divine his meaning, he snatched her up in bis 
arms, turned from the bridge, and sped down 
the bank towards the stepping stones beneath. 
One vigorous bound placed him onthe nearest; 
another, and another succeeded. He was more 
than half-way across, when with a roar, a crash 
which seemed to shake the solid earth, a fiashing 
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wall of dark brown vaters carne trampling 
down the stream^ broke upon the bridge^ — tore 
it up; and carrìed it along in its career of de- 
vastatìon. Beatrice saw for one moment the 
tawnj cresta of the waves above their heada ; in 
the next, they would bave been surrounded^ — 
engulphed; — she felt that Arthur tottered; — 
but ere the full horror of their fate had time to 
bur&t upon her^ one desperate effort had enabled 
him to reach and grasp the branch of an over- 
hanging tree^ and as the torrent swept madly 
over the stepping stones, he stood with her 
safe on land ; bore her to the summit of the 
bank^ and placing her on the ground beneath 
a huge Silver fir^ whose wide spreading branches 
afforded a shelter from the rain which now 
began to pour furiously down^ he leant against 
the trunk^ panting^ breathless^ and exhausted. 

Dizzy and confused by the perii she had so 
narrowly escaped^ Beatrice for a few minutes 
felt scarce conscjous where she was; then as 
the full sense of her deliverance dawned upon 
her^ a burst of tears carne to the relief of her 
overcharged and aching heart. 

" You bave saved my life ! *' she passionately 
exclaimed^ "how can T ever ever ^' 

Struggling to repress the sobs which choked 
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her utterance^ slie looked up. Arthur^s face 
vras hidden in bis hands; bis whole frame 
trembling from uncontrollable agìtation. He 
neither moved nor answered. 

'' Are you ill^ Mr. Bertram? ^^ timidly asked 
Beatrice. " I fear you bave over-tasked your 
strengtb. Why did you do it ? " 

" Why ?'^ be exclaimed^ removing bis bands 
from bis face. "Wby? — Because I vould 
gladly bave died for you, Beatrice 1 I wisb I 
bad ! I wisb to Heaven I bad. Better deatb 
for you tban life witbout vou. Beatrice I bear 
me ! do not turn from me I I love you — I 
bave loved you for years ! I love you witb my 
wbole beart and soul. Pity me. Beatrice, and 
forgive me 1 " 

" Forgive you ? ^' It^as ali Beatrice could 
answer. He bad caugbt ber band ; and as be 
drew ber gently towards bim, sbe raised ber 
eyes to bis, and tbat one glance told ali. Tbere, 
in tbe gloom, stili broken at intervals by the 
giare of the ligbtning, — amidst tbe roU of 
tbunder, tbe roaring of the river, — tbe bissiug 
sheets of rain, wbicb fell as if the very Windows 
of Heaven were opened above tbeir beads, 
tbrougb ali tbe awful conilict of tbe elements, 
wbicb was audible to ber senses, one sound 
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alone had power te reach her soul. That sonnd 
was the Yoice of Arthur, the passionate ejacu- 
lations of loye and tenderness, mingled with 
those of bitter and inei[plicable self-upbraiding. 

" You love me. Beatrice ? dearest, best be- 
loved ? You never ceased to love me? Nor I 
you. Never, never. But ohi that I could 
blot out the past I that I could efface £rom my 
life these last two years ! Do you bid me 
forget the past ? — Little do you dream T — But 
1 cannot — I will noti — Not to-night; not to- 
night. One brief hour of happiness may be 
permitted us ! ^' 

It was an hour of happiness. Wild, con- 
fused, bewildering, scarce admitting of con- 
nected thought or speech, — stili less of doubts 
or explanations, and desiring none ; that speeies 
of happiness to which its own self-consciousness 
is amply sufficient. As Beatrice stood by Ar- 
thur^s side, bis arm encircling her; bis band 
elaspìng hers; where within her heart could 
doubt or fear bave found a. place ? It was full 
to overflowing of bliss, too intense for speech, 
— intense in proportion to the long period of 
hopelessness which had preceded it. The dark- 
ening wood» the muttering of the storm as it 
began to pass away, — the rushing rain, whose 
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heavy drops were now penetrating their place 
of shelter through ita thicklyinterwoyen booghs, 
— ^all were unmarked — ^unfelt. It waa heaven 
to be there together; oniy too quickly at au 
end ; for Beatrice felt that to liuger there after 
ìt was practicable to reach home^ was not to be 
thought of. The fury of the ^ storni was now 
oyer ; — the rain, though stili falling, no longer 
carne down in the flood» it had done ; and they 
quitted the vicinity of the friendly tree ; pur- 
saed artn in arm^ the intricacies of the wood- 
land paths; which there was now scarce lighfc 
enough to enable them to discover; and found 
themselves at last, at the little garden- gate 
opening upon the espalier walk^ and thence 
proceeded round by the terrace to the front of 
the house. 

" Here we must part/^ said Beatrice. " A nd 
you have so far to go ? You must return by 
the road. And how wet you are, Arthur ! " 
she anxiously added. '' 1 had no idea you were 
so completely wet 1 ^' 

'^ Am I wet ? I did not feel it," — said Ar- 
thur. " What does it matter ? And must we 
part? But not for long. We shall meet 
again. I will not detain you now ; for you too 
are wet, my own Beatrice. But to morrow we 
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■hall meet again. My Beatrice! my belovecì ! 
Good -night/' 

" Good-night ! God blesa you, Arthur.' ' 
He elasped her in his arma ; imprinted a long 
kiss upon her lips, then turned away, as sbe 
aprang up the door-stepa ; and the door was ai 
the san) e moment opened. 

"Eh Sirs! Gude be thankit! Here's 
Miss Beetress safe at Jiast/' 

" Lordsake ! Miss Beetress^ my lamb^ whar* 
fand ye a bield ?'* 

" A pretty fright you bave given us. Bea- 
trice ! '' 

" Glaiket thing I gaun daikerin' oot^ and a 
storm like that brewin' I But are ye wat> 
bairn ? Come into the fere — come 1 " 

Such were the exclamations of two old 
maid-servants^ Miss Willie and Mrs. Lockhart^ 
who were ali assembled in the lobby. The 
household had been thrown into considerable 
alarm^ on the sudden breaking of the storm^ 
by the recollection that Beatrice was out, and 
exposed to it ; while the absence of Lowry Mac 
Pyke with the party at Sempilltower, the im- 
possibility of procuring any other man to go 
to her assist ance^ and the nervous terrors of 
the females during the continuance of the 
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thander^ loft them no resource bat to await its 
termination in fear and trembling. At the 
moment of Beatrice's arrivai, old Kirstie and 
the other damsel bj ber side, were about to 
issue forth with a lantern and cloaks, to in- 
stitute a seareh for ber in the woods ; and great 
was their delig^t at finding this nnnecessary. 
Beatrice ivas burried into the parlour, wbere 
a fire of unwonted size bad been ligbted, — 
compelled, nolena voleva, to swallow some warm 
wiue and water, tben dismissed to cbange ber 
wet clotbes, — stili feeling as if sbe were walking 
and speaking in some happy dream ; wbilst on 
her return to tbe parlour, ber grandmother, 
witb a degree of anxiety unusual with ber, 
"wisbed the lassie mìqbt na* be tbe waur o' 
this bonny ploy; for sbe bad never seen ber 
wi^ sic^ a colour in ber cbeeks, and licbt in her 
ee^ ! " 

Vain were it to attempt describing tbe rap- 
ture of Helen, wben on the sisters retiring to 
their room that night, sbe was informed by 
Beatrice of tbe scene whicb bad taken place on 
the banks of tbe Connell Water. Sbe was 
moved to tears by tbe narrative of tbe fearful 
perii from whicb tbe bravery and presence of 
mind of Artbur bad snatcbed ber sister ; for to 
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the fury of the spate in the river, probably 
caused by the breaking of a water-spout amongst 
the hìUs^ she could bear ampie testimony ; the 
torrent having burst with a stunning roar 
down the deep glen below the house of Sem- 
pilltower^ and being conjectured to bave done 
much mischief on ita more level banks. But 
that an ineident so fearful should bave led to 
results so blessed^ — how could Heleo ever feel 
sufficiently thankful? Her innocent and ìn- 
experienced bearti like her sister's^ admitted 
not the possibility of farther doubt or uneasiness. 
Arthur Bertram loved Beatrice. He had told 
ber so. What more could be desired? No 
question but that there must be much oppo- 
sitiouj — long delay, — many trials — ^but could 
not ali these be home with such an assurance ? 
" Bome ! oh Helen V was Beatrice^s fervent 
exclamation. "Any thing can be borne now. 
I feel as if I should never know sorrow or 
anxiety again. I could almost be tempted to 
say, 'Fate ! do thy worst.' '' 

« Often did Beatrice recali these words. But 
one thing in this world of chance and change 
the utmost extremity of trial cannot take away^ 
— ^the indelible memory of happiness which has 
been. The past is ali our own. And never^ 
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throughoat the trials of ber after life^ could she 
look back to tbat one night of exquisite, un- 
mingled happiness, without a thiill which faintly 
reflected stili ita departed bliss. Tbroughout 
its long sleepless hoors^ — for great joy ia as 
sleepless as great sorrow, ber bodlly senses lay 
steeped in a trance of profoundest tranquillity^ 
wbilst to tbe widely-awakened perceptions of 
ber sonl^ tbe wbole scene of tbe previous evening 
was present witb tbe vividness of reality. Again, 
in Artbor's arma, pressed against bis beart, sbe 
was bome in safety aerosa tbat raging flood;- 
again^ wbile tbe rain fell and tbe tbunder bel- 
lowed, sbe stood beneatb tbat abeltering tree^ — 
sbe felt bia band clasping bera; bia arm en* 
twining itaelf around ber; bia lipa preasing ber 
cheek^ bia passionate worda breatbing in ber 
ear ; again^ ber arm in bis^ sbe trod tbe wood- 
land patbs ; again parted from bim at tbe door 
in tbat long embrace ; and parted witb an as- 
surance tbat tbey sbould speedily meet again. 
And as tbe glories of the cloudless morniug 
met ber eyes on rising, wben opening tbe 
window of ber room, which looked into the 
garden, she inhaled the delicious freshness of 
the air, purified by the storm, an idea more 
bright and beautiful eyen than the morning, 
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the thought that she should see Arthur in the 
eourse of that day, lent added brightness to 
ali. 

The moming hours passed on, in a pleasant 
dream of hope and joy. Beatrice vas sitting 
in the old school-room^ in ber old seat by the 
window, — ^a hook in ber band, her eyes ever 
and anon wandering to the espalier walk, or 
calmly bent on vacancy, — ^her heart full of 
sweet visiona. Helen, baving just eoncluded a 
long and diligent praetice of some of Walter 
SempilFs favorite songs, had put on her garden 
bonnet, and gone to coUect flowers, wherewith 
to replenish the beaupots in their little sanc- 
tuary. While wandering, intent on this pur- 
pose, in the garden paths near the front of the 
house, her ear caught the sound of a borse, 
trotting quickly up the avenue; and baving 
some lurking expectation of a visitor &om 
Sempilltower that day, she proceeded to the 
parlour by the front door; beside which, 
fastened by the iron ring affi&ed there for the 
purpose, the borse she had heard was standing. 
Entering the parlonr, Uelen found Dr. Chisholm 
seated in the midst of the ladies, to whom he 
appeared to be giving some highly interesting 
detail. 
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'^Dcar me! dear meT' Miss Grace was 
exclaiming^ as lier niece entered. '* We never 
heard tbat Mr. Arthur was come home even. 
Yon are not seriously alarmed^ are you^ Doc- 
tor?'' 

"What has happened?'' asked Helen, as 
she shook hands with Dr. Chisholm^ ber heart 
sinking at once with an unaccountable appre- 
hension. His answer too troly verified ber 
fears. He bad beeii sent for at an early bour 
tbat morning^ by the bonse-keeper at Kings- 
connell^ to see ber young master; wbom^ on 
bis arrivai, he bad fonnd in a high feyer, at- 
tended by inflammatory symptoms of a serious 
nature ; and he bad only just then quitted the 
house, — baving dispatched an express to Mor- 
dington to basten the return of Sir Thomas 
and Lady Bertram. Wbether he himself was 
alarmed or not, Dr. Chisbohn was too prudent 
to say. He hoped Mr. Arthur would get 
round, with care. He was constitutionally sub- 
ject to fever, whenever any tbing was the 

matter with bim; but certainly he Dr. 

Chisbolm — bad never seen bim so ili before, — 
and no wonder indeed! he bad nobody but 
himself to thank for it. Tbis of course elicited 
enquiries, — wbile Helen's breath carne thick 
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and fast with alarm ; but the answer re-assured 
ber. Mr. Arthur had really been guilty of the 
maddest imprudence. He had been out in the 
storni the previous night ; so at least bis ser- 
▼ant conjeetured ; for as he had chosen bis 
brother's sitting-room for the evening, no one 
could teli when he went out or carne in. His 
servant had taken candles into the room about 
dusk^ but as a book was lying open on the 
table^ and the door into Mr. Bertram^s dressing- 
room was ajar^ it was his impression that his 
master had gone in there ; and during the 
storm^ as he did not ring his bell^ no one liked 
to intrude npon him. The old housekeeper 
would bave gone in^ she said^ had she been 
about^ but she had taken to ber bed^ terrified 
by the lightning; and one of the maids had 
gone into fits^ — so that the house was in an 
uproar. At last, about ten o^cloek at night^ 
Mr. Arthur had rung his beli ; and appeared^ 
when his servant went in^ as if he must bave 
been some time in the room. He had retired 
to his bed; saying that he did not feel well^ and 
it was only then that the man discovered^ to 
his horror, that his clothes were saturated with 
wet I of course this quite accounted for his 
illness. Of course it did, the family conclave 
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uaaninioasly agreed; and Dr. Chisholm, haying 
deUvered himself of bis tidings^ arose to go, 
observing that he must be at Kingsconnell 
again in the aftemoon; wbilst Helen, feeling 
as if she had been ordered up for execution, 
prepared to go and carrj to ber sister a piece 
of news which must dasb ber new-born bap- 
piness witb tbe bittemess of anxietj and 
suspense. 

And thus did a day, begun under auspices 
so differente close in sorrow and in tears. 

" Not seldom, dad in azure vest 
Deceitfully goes forth the mora." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

" Wo to thee, my poor Zorayda I 
By the Fountain's side, — 
Better than this weary watching 
Better thou hadst died ! 



Li, E. li. 



" To him who love* • • 

Such moments claap the grief of yean.** 

Btron. 

" Sia Thomas^ may I aaj a word to you^ before 

Igo?" 

Thus spoke Mr. Carmichael^ who had just 
knocked at the door of Sir Thomas Bertram's 
private sitting-room, about an hour after the 
arrivai of the party. Mr. Carmichael had 
hastened to Kingsconnell on the first report of 
Arthur's illness^ and had never quitted his side 
until his parents carne. He was now preparing 
to return home. 
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Certainly, Carmichael. Pray sit down. 
You are not going to leave us^ 1 hope?'' Sir 
Thomas spoke with the painfuUy-evident effort 
of one resolved^ against his better jndgment^ 
not to be alarmed. 

" Thank you, I must/' replied the clergy- 
man, "but I shall return early to morrow. 
I am indeed most anxìous about Arthur/' 

" I trust you will find him much better to- 
morrow. Indeed I would fain think him a 
little better now, if I may judge from the ac- 
counts of his state in the morning/' 

" He is calmar, certainly, at present/' said 
Mr. Carmichael ; " but his miud stili wanders ; 
and — to own the truth, Sir Thomas, — it was 
on that head I wished to speak to you. I do 
not like to intrude on Lady fiertram just now ; 
but if I might venture an opinion " 

" My dear Carmichael, you know well how 
much value we ali attach to your opinions. 
Pray go on." 

" Wellthen, Sir Thomas, I feel emboldened 
to sav that I think it would be better, — more 
prudent, — that Lady Bertram should herself 
reniain as much as possible beside Arthur; — 
that; — in short — none but those who can be 
thoroughly dependcd on should he admitted to 
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hi8 room. Many things find utterance in the 
delirium of fever^ which the sufferer would 
have died rather than haye had known. I have 
been aa unwilling auditor to-daj to a great 
deal which it would not be desirable should go 
farther^ and 1 thought it onìj rìght to warn 
you of this/' 

The waming was acted on^ and the mother 
herself took her post by the sick bed of h^r 
unconscious son ; whose fever and delirium ran 
very high durìng that and the following day 
and night. Weli indeed might Mr. Carmichael 
have spoken as he did; for even the worldly 
and ambitious heart of Lady Bertram sank 
witbin her at the revelation of foUy, reckless- 
nes8, and sin — the dark price at which this 
child of her hopes had purchased temporary 
forgetfìilness of the happiness she had led him 
to forfeit. But what to a mind like her's^ were 
these unveilings of the inner man^ to the con- 
stemation with which she listened to ali that 
he poured forth on another subject^ and dis- 
covered that after ali her precautions, after ali 
her well laid schemes^ the very event which 
she had flattered herself was now for ever 
warded off, had actually taken place ? Little by 
littl^^ her acute perception enabled her from 
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the broken fragmeuts of Arthur's wild discourse^ 
to make out the whole histoiy of his accidental 
rencontre with Beatrice^ and ita consequences. 
Ali his passionate love^ his bitter repaorse, — 
every inmost thought and feeling which he 
would most truly '* have died rather than bave 
had known/' — to his mother above ali, — ^were 
by his own voice laid bare before her. The 
name of Mary Adair too was repeatedly miugied 
with that of Beatrice; but over ali, whatever 
it might be, relating to the former, there hung 
a dimness, an obscurity, which Lady Bertram 
could not penetrate. She had learnt enough, 
more than enough. 

A few days^ acute alarm and anxiety brought 
the young man^s illness at length to a favor- 
able crisis ; and with the wonderful self-repairing 
power of a youthful constitution, he soon began 
rapidly to recover. As yet, perhaps, too weak 
for much or long-continued thought, he seemed 
reposing in a state of tranquil dreaminess^ from 
which his mother carefuUy forbore rousing him. 
Warped as her right and womanly feelings were 
by ambition and worldliness. Lady Bertram's 
affection for Arthur was intense; and she 
shrank from inflicling upon him, mitil more 
equa] to enduring it, the pain which no com- 
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punctious TÌsitin^s prompted her to contem- 
plate sparing him in the end. Emily too^ 
warmly attached to her brother^ and her heart 
touched and softened by his illness^ and his 
present state of languid weakness^ devoted her- 
self to him in every possible way ; and thus a 
few days glided on^ scarce marked in their 
progress^ save by his graduai increase of 
strength. 

It was a beautiful afternoon ; and Arthur^ 
who had that day been out for the first time^ a 
short drive^ and was a good deal fatigued in 
consequence^ lay asleep on the couch in his 
dressing-room^ whilst Lady Bertram, seated in 
a chair by the window, pursued her netting, 
and silently watched him. At this moment, 
the letters^ which arrived in the afternoon at 
Kingsconnell^ were brought her by her maid ; 
and amongst her own^ she perceived one ad- 
dressed to Arthur, in a female hand^ with 
which it seemed to her that she was not un- 
familiar. Some little time after this, her son 
awoke, and observing that his motber was en- 
gaged in reading her lettera, rose from the 
couch, and enquired if there were any for him. 
Lady Bertram handed this one to him ; and, 
ter eyes the while apparently fixed upon her 
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own^ rémarked that at sight of the seal and 
fiuperscriptioQ he became deadly pale. For a 
minute he stood holding it^ as if unable to 
summon courage to do more; then vith 
trembling fiijgers he opened^ and read it, — 
passed his band over bis forehead with a con- 
fiised and bewildered gesture^ and sinking on 
the sofà wlience he had arisen^ fell back and 
fainted. 

It uvas long ere he revived sufficiently to 
miss the Iettar^ vhich his mother had taken 
freni his relaxing grasp^ and placed on the table 
beside him. He again attempted to read it^ 
but the characters swam before his dizzied 
sight^ and he closed his eyes with a shudder^ 
and lay perfectly silent and motionless. His 
mother did not break the sileuce. She sat 
quietly by, only at intervals applying Eau de 
Cologne to his forehead ; then perceiving that 
the faintness had gene off^ she kissed and left 
him^ as she said^ to lie quiet and rest awhile ; 
and took ber way to her husband^s sitting- 
room. 

For the first time in- her life. Lady Bertram 
had violated the laws of honour; and^ actuated 
by what she considered a motivo sufficiently 
imperative to justify her conduct^ had beeu 

VOI*. III. o 
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guilty of reading what was not intended to 
meet her eye. Ecfore her son recovered him- 
self so far as to be conscious of what wa» 
passìng beside him^ she had made herself 
mistress of the contents of the fatai lettor, — 
a few lines only — subscribed with the name of 

Mary Adair. They were written under 

the distress and excitement of hearing that 
Arthur had been alarmingly ili, and expressed 
a passionate intensity of feeling, such as Lady 
Bertram had not suspected to lie dormant in 
the nature of the worshipped beauty. She 
could not, the writer said, after what had 
passed between them, feel that she was vio. 
lating propriety in thus addressing her beloved 
Arthur; but even if she were, — ^it mattered 
not ; she must gìve vent to the emotions which 
in her parents' presence, she was not, as yet, 
at liberty to express ; she must assure him of 
her sorrow, her sympathy, her longing desire 
to be with him in the hours of suffering and 
languor. Of her afifection, her constancy, she 
felt that he could require no assurance; and 
the knowledge which time must ere long bring 
to her parents, of the impossibility of altering 
her sentiments, would, she doubted not, render 
them, indulgent as they were, propitious to 
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her's and Arthur's hopes. The certainty of 
this enabled ber to support the tedious time of 
separatìoQ Tvith patience ; but eould not sustain 
ber under the trial of hearing at second band 
of bis illness^ and kuowing notbing farther. 
They nuist not incur the risk of a corres- 
pondence just at present, but once only he 
must write to ber, as soon as bis strengtb per- 
mitted, and teli her.how he was. She could 
not rest without an assurance of bis con- 
valescence from his own hand. 

Rigid as were Lady fiertram's notions of 
female delicacy, — it was not in reference to 
these that this lettor struck her on perusal. 
Her predominant feeling was one of utter 
constemation at the inexplicable maze in 
which her son appeared to bave entangled 
himself, mingled with indignant displeasure at 
the weakness with which he must bave yielded 
the sway to his passions^ and with alarm at 
the idea that by his own mad act he might 
too probably bave forfeited his chance of 
forraing a connexion which in every way would 
bave satisfied even ber ambition for him. Like 
Mary herself. Lady Bertram entertained no 
doubt of the ultimate consent of Lord and 
Lady Mountjoye, tp a match involving the 

G 2 
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happìness of their idolized daughter, and tbat 
too with one wbo at no distant date would 
too probably be the heir to a splendid property. 
But how would thej stand affected towards 
Arthur^ should they discover the insult which 
he had put npon their daughter, — the in- 
credible deficieDcy in truth and honour which 
he had shown? Her brain reeled under the 
burden of conflicting and troubled thoughta; 
and scarcely ever had her fortitude been more 
severely tried than by her successful effort to 
retaìn an aspect of perfect composure^ between 
the reading of the letter and the moment 
when she quitted her son's room. It was a 
relief to fìnd Sir Thomas in his apartment^ and 
alone^ and to unfold to his shocked and as- 
tonìshed ear her narrative of error^ confusion, 
and dismay. 

Some days of outward cairn elapsed. No 
allusiou to her son^s sudden indisposition^ or 
its cause, had ever passed Lady Bertram's lips. 
Her tender care of him continued undiminished; 
but she resolved to force no confidence^ nor 
appear to be aware of the necessity for any, 
until his health should be sufficiently re-estab- 
lished to avert ali risk to a nervous system so 
excitable as his. The time at length arrived 
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when such precautions ceased to be called for ; 
and when both bis parents felt themselves at 
liberty to speak openly. 

But into the details of this painful perìod 
it Ì8 not necessary to enter. The ìnflexible 
determination of the ambitious father^ — the 
more skilful^ more prevaìling^ representatìons 
of the cairn, impassive, worldly-minded mother, 
— ^and their effects, may be left to the reader's 
own imagination. Arthur Bertram had not 
now the strength of conscious integrity to 
support him. His own hands had barbed the 
darts directed against his own heart. Self- 
convicted from his own lips of basely trifling 
with two women at the same time, — forced to 
confess that the faith which he had offered to 
Beatrice Lockhart had already beeu pledged to 
Mary Adair, or at least that he had given the 
latter so much reason to consider it so, as 
must prevent him, in honor, from drawing 
back, what could he urge in his own defenee, 
which could avail against facts like these? 
And when to ali this was added the equally 
incontrovertible fact, that in addressing Beatrice 
at ali he had broken a solemn pledge to the 
contrary, which however cruelly and wickedly 
exacted, was not the less binding when given; 
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and the farther circumstance of bis re-iterated 
acts of folly and extravagance having again 
overwhelmed hira beneath a burden of pe- 
cuniarj obligations^ whicb bis fatber would 
only consent to liquidate on terms dictated by 
bimself^ more need net be said to ponrtray tbe 
full ertent of tbe difficulties in wbicb be stood 
involved. It was indeed a melancboly position ! 
Young, accomplisbed; ricbly-endowed alike by 
nature and by fortune^ witb ali that warmtb of 
beart and generosity of disposition wbicb lend 
additional lustre to tbe bigbest gifts, — ^witb 
ali tbat cbarm of manner wbicb wins so many 
bearts tbat mere beauty could not toucb^ — ^fuU 
of good impulses and noble feelings^ — ^Artbur 
Bertram was but one more of tbe many in- 
stances wbicb tbis world affords^ of tbe total 
ineflSciency of aU tbese, uncemented by firm 
principle, — one more illustration of tbe trutb 
tbat tbe actually wicked do less miscbief^, and 
cause less misery to tbemselves and otbers^ 
tban tbe too-often fascinating and irresistible 
slaves of impulse. And if he^ at tbe same 
time^ afforded an example to ali motbers of 
tbe evil results of tampering witb natures like 
bis^ tbat did not diminisb tbe amount of bis 
own personal responsibilìty. But tbe penalty 
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he was now paying for bis sins was no light 
One. Ere yet the conscience has become 
hardened by persistaiice in evil, there are none 
who suffer more aeutely tban those whose 
passions bave been permitted to overpower, 
but bave proved unable to stifle^ the voices of 
their better and higher natures. The nnhappy 
young man felt^ in its utmost extent^ the 
baseDess of bis own conduct towards Beatrice; 
and in the darkness of nìght^ in the solitude 
of bis own ebamber^ — or more frequently in 
the deserted apartment of bis brotber^ the 
paroxysms of bis despair and self-reproacb, so 
proudly and determinedly stifled whilst any eye 
could witness them, were iudeed dreadful. AH 
the more dreadful were they, that they brought 
no calm^ no healing^ wben their violence was 
over. It was not the» blessed dew of re- 
pentance, but the scorching lava of remorse 
which overflowed bis soni; not to pass away, 
leaving a fertilized soil behind it^ but to 
indurate and encrust^ and bury the most pre- 
cious gifts beneath its surface. 

Day after day, though too bitterly conscious 
that ali hope was over, did Arthur linger on 
at Kingsconnell ; from absolute inability to 
disclose the truth to ber whom he almost felt 
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as if he never had loTed till now^ when bis own 
act and deed had for ever sealed their separa- 
tion. He was aware how strange^ how slight- 
ing^ and how nnaccountable^ his conduct in 
never seeing or writing to her must appear to 
Beatrice; and yet he could neither summon 
courage to seek her^ nor endure the idea of de- 
parting without an interview. She had made 
no effort to remind him of her existence. And 
Arthur turned froni the passionate letter of the 
beautiful and worshipped being who had too 
unreservedly laid bare her heart before him, to 
contrast her self-abandonment with the retiring 
delicacv of the object of his first and purest 
loTe. He felt as man never fails to feel when 
woman is tempted to over-step^ though but bj 
a hand's breadth^ the limits of that reserve 
which is her most powerful source of influence ; 
and with such feelings àt his heart, now that 
the speli of Mary's presence was no longer upon 
him, even whilst replying to ber, as he behoved 
to do, in a strain as far as might be responsive 
to the ton§ of her letter, he experienced, hour 
by hour, with added intensity of anguish, 
the full extent of his own infatuation, — the 
magnitudo of the punishment which he had 
brought upon his own head. 
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But this state of things could not last, 
Arthor^s officiai engagements^ already long de- 
ferred by his iUness, brooked no farther delaj^ 
nor would his father bear of any. He/ound 
himself compelled to fix a day for his departure ; 
and now the crisis was come ; and he must eith^r 
nerve himself to an explanation with Beatrice^ 
or endure the disgrace of leaving the country, 
after what had passed between thera, without 
attempting one, Distracted by contendiiig 
feelings, shrinking in horror from the task 
before him, yet fiyed with a passionate longing 
to behold her once more^ he permitted one 
after another of the last numbered days. to 
escape without any eflfort more determinate 
than consisted in wandering, like a restless 
ghost, through the fated woodland paths by 
the Connell Water, in the hope — a vain one as 
it proved — of chance affordinghim the meeting 
which he absolutely lacked courage to seek. 
Beatrice did not appear in these her favourite 
haunts ; and yet her heart was there, wherever 
her bodily presence might be. No day elapsed 
that she would not bave given worlds to repair 
to the lime-tree seat, and revisit the tree which 
had sheltered her and Arthur on that never-to- 
be-forgotten night, which she now began too 

G 3 
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truly to regard as the cradle a&d tbe grave of 
her happiness. But ber sensitive heart sbrank 
from tbe idea of appearing to fling berself in 
Artbur's way; for even its unbounded faith 
and trust could no longer blind ber to tbe 
perception of bis marked neglect and avoidance. 
It was long since tbe first torturing anxiety on 
bis account bad been at an end ; tbose days of 
misery, tbrougb wbicb sbe felt as if sbe could 
scarce bave lived, but for tbe gentle, unob- 
trusive delicacy of feeling witb wbicb Mr» 
Carmicbael contrived tbat sjie sbould receive 
daily intelligence of bis state, witbout appear- 
ing .to suppose tbat sbe was more particularly 
interested in it tban any one else. Tbese were 
succeeded by tbe period wben, aware of bis 
convalescence, sbe calmly and bopefuUy awaited 
tbe time wben be sbould be sufficiently reco- 
vered to visit ter once more. Beyond one or 
two meetings previous to bis inevitable depar- 
ture, sbe did not look. Secure in tbe blessed 
assurance of bis affection, ali otber trials 
connected witb bim seemed ligbt. But wben, 
long after be was known to bave in a great 
measure resumed bis usuai babits, day after 
day stili passed witbout a sign of bis desire 
to renew tbeir intercourse. Beatrice began to 
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experìence a return of that bitter, eorroding 
pain which the prenous year's woful expe- 
rìence had rendered too familiar to her^ but 
more acute in proportion to ita contrast with 
the late gleam of happìness. She spoke of him 
iess and less to Helen^ the only creature to 
whoQi she had confided the secret of their last 
meeting ; only, although she could not endure 
the appearance of seeking him, she contrìved 
on various pretexts, with her sister's tacit help, 
to avoid ]eaTÌng home, in the daily-frustrated 
faope that he might seek her. And thus it was 
one forenoon, when Helen, laying aside her 
drawing, mentioned her having promised to go 
to luncheon at Sempilltower, for the purpose of 
taking a long walk with the young people 
afterwards. 

" Hadn^t you better come too. Beatrice, 
darling V^ she asked. 

Beatrice sadly shook her head. " No, 
Helen, dear, I would rather not. But don't 
say anything of my being in the house. I 
can^t bear to go out.^^ 

" There wiU be no one to say anything to,'* 
replied Helen. '* Didn't you bear graudmamma 
settling at breakfast that she and my aunts 
were ali to go in to St. Mìchaers for a regular 
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ésys shopping? And Aunt Grace demurring 
about our not going too till, I reminded ber of 
ibis engagement io Sempilltower? I tbink 
tbey are ali off/' 

"I did not bear it/' said Beatrice. "I 
must bave been in a dream/' 

"It is sucb a 8weet grey day/' pursued 
Helen^ walking to tbe window. ** So deliciou» 
for walking t and to tbink of your sitting bere 
ali alone l" 

" But 1 would rather, dearest/' said Bea- 
trice. *' It is foolisb ; but don't you know — I 
could not be easy if " 

" I know^ I know. What can it ali mean. 
Beatrice? And I beard Lowry telling grand- 
mamma^ wben slie bad sent for bim to give 
orders about tbe carriage^ tbat be bad seen bim 
to-day (tbìs morning) gallopping past tbe 
avenue gate." 

"Seen bim! Seen Arthur 1 Did be?" 
eagerly exclaimed Beatrice, ber pale face flush- 
ing ali over. 

" Yes ; and looking, be said, by tbe glimpse 
be bad of bim, so pale, — so altered ; be never 
saw any one so changed I But you see, 
darling, if be rode out in tbat direction, be is 
not likely to be bere to-day." 
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*' I do not expect it. Helen I bare ceased 
to expect it^ and yet I cannot bear to go out. 
It will soon be over now. He will soon be 
gone^ — and then ^* 

"I wisb he wereP' exclaimed Helen to 
herself, as she went sadly up staìrs. '' I wisb 
be had never come ! And why is Beatrice so 
miserable? Beatrice^ so good, so patient^ so 
mucb better and cleverer than I am ? And I 
so bappy! And I hate myself for being so 
without ber ! But wben I see Walter^ I can- 
not help feeling happy /^ 

Helen pursued ber way to Sempilltower 
tbrough the woods^ and across the rustie bridge^ 
of firmer construction^ which had replaced the 
slighter fabric of the old one. Just as she 
reached the back-entrance to Kingsconnell^ 
which it was necessary to cross in order to get 
out upon the high road^ the clatter of hoofs 
struck ber ear ; and a horseman at the same 
moment riding in at the gate^ carne rapidly 
towards ber ; then checked bis borse with so 
mucb vebemence^ that the animai reared^ and 
almost fell backward. 

Helen drew back alarmed^ and wished her- 
self anywhere else wben she recognised Arthur 
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Bertram ; who^ at the same moment^ with ali 
the case of practised horsemanship^ restrained 
the curvets of his steed^ and sprìnging to the 
ground^ advanced towards her. It was long 
since Helen had seen him ; but the alteration 
in his countenance did not fail to strike her 
forcibly ; and in spite of her indignation at his 
recent conduct, her gentle, womanly heart was 
touched by the outward tokens of suffering^ 
and of remaining weakness^ so legibly to be 
traeed in his every look and movement. 

"I hope you are quite recovered?*^ she 
said^ when their first silent greeting had been 
exchanged. Arthur replied in the aflSrmative ; 
and one or two indifiPerent questions and 
answers passed between them ; apparently in- 
different at least, but covering a degree of 
awkwardness so painful^ that Helen would have 
given much to end it. But he stood directly in 
her path^ and she had not courage to extricate 
herself. At last she mustered resolution enough 
to say, " I must wish you good moming, Mr. 
Bertram. I am rather late for an engagement 
at Sempilltower/' 

^'One moment/^ said Arthur, taking the 
band she held out to him, but detaining it. 
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" Your sister ? Is she at home ì" The falter- 
ing of his voice^ and trembling of hÌ8 hand, 
moved Heien in her own despite. 

'' My sister is at home/' she replied, *' and 
quite alone/' She made another movement to 
go ; but Arthur contìnued to detain her. 

'' Farewell I'' he said at last, with an effbrt. 
" We were once friend»^ and it is a long parting 
to be made so coldly/' 

" That/' replied Helen, with spirit, *' is no 
fault of mine^ Mr. Bertram/' 

'' Heaven knows it is not P' he rehemently 
answered. *^ Let the punishraent fall where it 
is so amply merited 1 But when you think of 
me hereafter^ Helen^ let it be with compassion 
amidst ali your blame. If I hav^ deeply 
offended, I bave more deeply sufPered. Fare- 
well ? This is my last day at Kingsconnell I 
GoD bless you, HeIen I" 

He pressed her band with fervour to his 
lips^ — turned, mounted his borse, and gallopped 
with furious speed up the avenue, as one who 
would fly from himself. Helen stood, bewil- 
dered, gazing after bim for the few minutes 
that he was visible, then burst into a flood of 
tears ; and as she mournfully pursued her way 
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to Sempilltower^ again and agaìn did she ask 
herself the question of a short while before, — 
" What does it ali mean V* In vain 1 She could 
not solve the mystery. She only felt that woe 
and misery were ìmpending over her sìster, 
who had already suffered so mach ; and that 
with such an antlcipation^ even the sight of 
Walter must fail that day to render her affec- 
tionate heart happy. 

It was about an hour after this time^ that 
Beatrice was sitting in the school-room^ her 
back to the window, which was wide open^ an 
unfinished letter to her Annt Helen lying be- 
fore her on the table^ — but the pen he]d idly 
in her fingers, — her thoughts far away. Sud- 
denly a slight movement^ a shadow darkening 
her paper^ caused her to tarn round ; and 
standing within the window^ she beheld Arthur 
Bertram. 

She started to her feet^ — her blood seeming 
in one moment to rush in torrents to her 
head^ — ^the next to ebb back with a deadly 
sinking sensatìon to the heart, — leaving her 
face and lips as white as marble. And scarce 
less deathly white were his. He looked more 
like a spectre than a living man. Thus they 
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stood^ in sileiice^ for some little space, g&zing 
upon each other; — then Arthur slowly, — falter- 
ingly— advanced — 

''Beatrice!'^ It was ali he uttered, in a 
low, faint, hoUow voice. 

" Arthur V 

She had intended to receive him coldly, — 
to testify some scuse of the slìght he had put 
upon her ; — but the expression of his counte- 
nance, so full of anguish, — of desperation, — 
the tone of his voice, — scattered her resolution 
in an instant ; and ere she could recoUect it, 
she was clasped in his arms. It was a long, 
passionate embrace, — from which at last re- 
leasing her, Arthur sank upon the little sofà, 
his old familiar seat, and hid his face in his 
hands. 

At no after-period could he recollect with 
any dictinctness the wild and broken conversa- 
tion which ensued. He only felt that any re- 
currence to it, even in idea, excited him almost 
to madness. The graduai breaking of the 
miserable truth upon her innocent, single- 
hearted, confiding spirit — was torture to recali. 
To meet her assurances that she could never 
forget him, through the most protracted ab- 
sence, with the reply that she must; — ^that 
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they must both no 1 he never could, — but 

for ber own sake^ sbe must forget bim^ — ^forget 
tbat sucb a wretch had ever crossed ber patb ; 
tbat it must be so — ^that tbere was no future to 

look to, sucb was bis task, — and be dis- 

cbarged it, but how be could not clearly re- 
member. 

Beatrice sat in silence in utter still- 

ness, — like one under tbe crusbing weigbt of 
some hideous nigbtmare, wbilst tbose words, 
wbose import sbe could not clearly realize at 
first, gradually made tbeir way to ber compre- 
bension. " You teli me tbis ?" sbe at lengtb 
articulated. '^ You teli me " 

" I do !" frantically exclaimed Artbur, — 
'^ I do. I ask you to bate — to spurn me ! I 
am a wretcb — a doubly^perjured wretch Fet- 
tered as I knew I was, I dared to insult you 
with professions of attachment; I dared to 
say tbat which I knew I could not foUow out. 

I dared tbere are no words to express my 

guilt 1" 

Tbe most enduring spirit will rise when 
outraged beyond a certain point. '^ You should 
bave tbought of tbis sooner;" said Beatrice, 
calmly quitting ber seat beside bim. '^You 
bave not acted fairly. But it is not yet too 
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late to repaìr the miscbief. No one but my 
sister is aware^ — no one else knows what has 
passed. I can only beg of you to forget the 
unguarded confession you bave wrung from 
me. Aud now — the sooner we, — the sooner 
we — part — the better." She concluded the 
sentence with the utmost difficulty^ but wìthout 
giying way to tears. 

Arthur too stood up, — stood before ber. 
" I know we must part/' he saìd. " I carne 
bere for that purpose. But I cannot, Beatrice ! 
I will net — ^part from you thus. Not in anger 1 
I asked you to hate me^ — I know how like a 
villain I bave acted. I wouid only remind you 
that this last act of madness was the effect of 
a moment of intense and orermastering excite- 
ment. Up to that moment I had suppressed 
ali that I knew I had no right to utter. But I 
will not shelter myself under even that plea. 
Beatrice, in this miserable hour, this last — ^last 
liieeting, — will you let me leave you unfor- 
given ?" 

He took ber unresisting band. Her tears 
were flowing profusely. Her head sank upon 
bis sboulder; and completely overpowered by 
the agony of bis feelings, bis sobs mingled 
with Jier's, 
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No emotion, save one^ could sabsiat in their 
last embrace. It was speechless — wordless — 
bat words could never express ali which that 
clinging^ straiDÌng clasp conveyed. At length, 
in broken accenta, the voice of Arthur articu^ 
lated — farewell 1 

'' Farewell, dearest, best-beloved ! I who 
have been your evìl genius, must see your aweet 
face no more. Farewell, Beatrice ! and yrìtìx 
you, — farewell ali that is good and pure. AH 
is loat with you.'' 

^'Arthur! Arthur P' Beatrice with dìflS- 
culty ejaculated ; " do not aay so— if you would 
not make me more wretched than I am. You 
have better things to live for.'' 

He did not answer. He could not speak. 
One more long last kiss was pressed upon her 
lipa ; then he gently placed her on the sofà, — 
cast one look around the apartment where he. 
had passed so many happy hours, and was gone ! 
Beatrice sprang from her seat, for the last time 
watched him descending the espalier walk, then 
ainking on her knees, hid her face in her arms, 
and remained silent, motionless, and tearless. 
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CHAPTER vili. 

** When mirth is full and free, 
Some sudden gloom shall be ; 
When haughty power mounts high, 
The watcher's axe is nigh : 
Ali growth has bound, when greatest fouodi 
It hastes to die. 

And when thine eye surveya, 
With fond adoring gaze, 
And yearning heart, thy friend, — 
Love to its grave doth tend. 
Ali giAs below, save Truth, but grow 
Towards an end." 

Lyra Afostolica. 

The short December day had closed in, and 
Lady Bertram and her daughter, who had noi 
long returned from paying some visits in the 
neìghbourhood^ sat over the fire in the boudoir 
of the former, enjoying the dolce far niente of 
the winter hour preceding dressing-time. The 
post having come in about an hour before, 
various letters lay upon the table beside them, 
and Emily had just finished the perusal of one. 
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" So they are actually going on to — for 
the rest of the winter V said Lady Bertram. 

" So Mary says," replied Emily. " They 
must be gone by this time. Lady Mountjoye 
has derived so much benefit from Dr. H — /s 
prescrìptions^ that she thìnks it unnecessary 
to remain longer at Paris, of which they appear 
to be very weary." 

" Weary of Paris 1" 

" It sounds incredible, I confess. Dear 
Paris ! I wish I had Mary's share of it. 
Mamma, we must coax papa to let us bave 
another winter there, next year. But Mary^s 
letter is full of complaints. Every thing dullj 
the Court over-run by Jesuits ; the Faubourg 
Saint Germain modelled on the same pattern — 
the — oh 1 no end of fault-finding. And Lord 
Mountjoye having been Secretary of Legation 

at for so long a time, as a young man, 

he enjoys the idea of revisiting bis old friends 
there, she says. Neither Lady Mountjoye nor 
Mary over was there ; but they are so intimate 
with Lord and Lady — — , and it is a gay 
Court, we ali know ; so it will be a pleasant 
variety. Arthur will be charmed to see them/^ 
Lady Bertram, although time and increaa- 
ing similarity of disposition on Emily^s part to 
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her mother, had rendered them mach more 

confidentìal with each other than htid been the 

case in the begiuning of her daughter's career^ 

had sedulously guarded from her knowledge 

the secret of Arthur's entanglement with Mary 

Adair^ not less from a senso of honour towards 

the latter^ than from a feeling of how much 

restraiot the possession of a secret of the kind 

would create, in Emily^s responses to a cor- 

respondence at present so regular and appa- 

rently unreserved on Mary^s part ; and it may 

well be sapposed that from Arthur she was not 

likely to learn the truth. It was^ therefore, in 

total unconsciousness of anything beyond the 

flirtation which was obvious to every one, 

between hira and her friend, that Emily kept 

up an interchange of letters with her, much 

more frequent than of old. The motivo of 

their greater frequency was perfectly evident to 

Lady Bertram ; as also were the secret springs 

which had directed this move to on the part 

of Lord and Lady Mountjoye ; and in the skill 
with which it had been managed, she read a 
favourable augury for the success of those 
hopes which lurked behind the pian. Of the 
revival of Mary's infiuence over her son's im- 
pressionable heart, as soon as they should be 
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brought into contact once more, she could not 
entertain amoment'sdoabt; and as she thought 
of this beautiful, worshipped creature, — ^this 
higfa-born heiress, at whose feet the noblest in 
the land mìght bave exulted to lay their 
coronets, having bestowed her heart upon him, 
and being occupied with schemes, having for 
their sole object a re-union with bini, — as she 
pictured to herself their probable success, — and 
the triumph to her matemal ambition involved 
in it, her heart swelled with exulting pride ; and 
she felt as if ali her anxieties on Arthur's 
account were in course of meeting with their 
recompense. 

Emily, whilst these thoughts were passing 
througb her mother's mind, was occupied in 
reading another lettor. 

"This is from Ada Vincent, mamma. They 
are not above a few weeks returned from 
Naples ; a dreary season, as she says, to come 
back to fogs and smoke ; bat the death of 
Lord Vincent's brother, whose executor he is, 
brought them home. However, she tells me 
that they saw a good deal of William at Naples, 
and thought him better, decidedly, and in 
better spirits." 

" Indeed !" exclaimed Lady Bertram. " One 
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Ì8 always so glad to hear a report of him from 
some one else besides himself/' 

^' Yes, and she mentions bis finding sucb a 
resource in tbe society of tbat English clergy- 
man wbom be spoke of in bis last letter, wbo 
is tbere on account of bis bealtb^ — ^at Caste)-a- 
Mare, I.mean ; — Mr. Travers/^ 

Lady Bertram sigbed deeply, and with a 
sligbt expression of impatience. " Tbose fatai 
Sidneys l" sbe exclaimed. " Tbat is tbe tie 
between tbem/^ 

" Mr. Travers baving been a friend of Mr. 
Sidney^s ? Yes, I know. But poor dear Wil- 
liam I one does feel so glad tbat be sbould 
meet witb a kind friend at tbis distance from 
US ali ; and as be prefers clergy men to any otber 
associates, one can but rejoice tbat be bas 
hiis wisbes gratified.^' 

" Wbo would bave tbougbt it, a few years 
ago?" ejaculated Lady Bertram; and again 
«be sigbed deeply. " Wbat a career was open 
to William, witb bis talents, bis personal 
advantages, even tbe uninterrupted bealtb tbat 
enabled bìm to do so mucb more tban many 
otber youug men ! It bas indeed been a most 
bitter disappointment.'^ 

" Artbur^s career will make amends for ali, 

VOL. III. H 
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dear mamma/^ said Emily hopefuUy. '^ His 
lettera are really cheerìug now. He seems 
quite regaìning his buoyaut spirita ; and the 
sight of Mary Adair ivill do more for him thaa 
any other remedy that eouid have been devised. 
I wonder now, whetherin the course of events, 
that will ever come to pass ? She is the only 
one of ali my friends, mamma, to whom I could 
bear to give np my darling Arthur. I feel 
grieved for Beatrice Lockhart, too, mamma/' 
she added after a pause. " They were two dear 
girh ; and there is such a blank here now that 
we never meet.'* 

" I wish you never had met, Emily/' replied 
her mother. ^^ It has been a painful business, 
and one of the many warnings which are 
always occurring, of the danger of unequal in- 
timacìes. Do not suppose that I have regretted 
it less than yourself. I liked the Miss Lock- 
harts much ; and no one can feel calléd upon 
to perform so distressing a duty as that of 
causing disappointment, even of unwarranted 
hopes, to a young creature, withoutmuch pain. 
I shòuld indeed be glad to hear of Miss Lock- 
hart marrying well, elsewhere, for her'a and ali 
our sakes. Did Mrs. Sempill teli you to-day that 
her sister and she were going to Edinburgh V 
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"No, only to Miss Alexander^ s, at St. 
MichaeFs, to remain some time. Mrs. Sempill 
said slie had begged them not to go till after 
Christmas ; Captain Sempill would be delighted 
to drive them over to church on Christmas-Day ; 
but she reaJly could not do without her young 
neighbours, as she expected her grandson, 
Walter, then, from Ediaburgh. I know what 
you are thinking of, mamma ; but it is Helen, 
not Beatrice, whom he admires ; and I really 
do think that will be a match. Mr. and Mrs. 
Sempill seem quite to eiicourage it." 

'^ I should be very glad to think so,'' said 
Lady Bertram. 

" But ali this time/' resumed Emily, " we 
are forgetting Ada's letter. Lady Vincent 
and she had been at Sarsfìeld a few days in 
the beginning of last week, just when Hugh 
arrived there ; and they are so delighted with 
him ; I must read you what she says : — 

^ Really, dear Emily, Sir Thomas and Lady 
Bertram ought to take out a pateut for the 
manufacture of sons ! Here is a third irre- 
sistible Mr. Bertram about to be launched on 
society; with the additional attraetion of a 
hussar's uniform, I understand. I do not 
mean to say that your third brother has the 

H 2 



148 KIN68COMNELL. 

same unapproachable amount of personal beauty 
as your second; or even that he equals your 
elder brother in that charm of appearance and 
manner which is something more than beauty ; 
and which, though altered in character, is, I 
sbould say, even augmented now. But there 
is something so frank, so joyous, so young in 
bis aspect, — he is so gracefìil, — so thorougbly 
a gentleman, and has such an unfailing fiow of 
gay, not boisterous, spirits, — like a creature who 
has never known an hour^s care, — that he carries 
ali hearts by storm. Our only regret was in 
thinking that he must ever grow older, or ever 
encounter any of this world's troubles. We 
ali made such a pet of him ! Indeed, we were 
quite provoked at those everlasting battucs, 
which deprived us of bis company in our rìdes; 
and he has not, asyet, been long enough accus- 
tomed to a gun to take such things cooUy. You 
expect him, I understand, at Christmas ? Happy 
creature! to bave such a succession of bro- 
thersl'^' 

" Is not that a charming account of dear 
Hu^h, Manrma ? " 

"It is,^* said Lady Bertram, *'and the good 
opinion of people like the Yiucents gives a 
young man some consequence, at bis first 
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eatrée into society. I am glad of it. Hugh 
oaght to be bere on Tuesday nigbt^ I think^ at 
latest. Lady Anne writes me that we may 
expect ber on that day. The Allanbys cannot, 
I shouid fear, join us till after Christmas Day.'' 

"What will become of Julia Allanby 
without Arthur to flirt withf But I really 
believe Hugb may be a very available sub- 
stitute by this time. Julia is not particular. 
It is fortunate^ as Ada says, to bave a suc- 
cession of brothers, as well for one's friends' 
sakes^ as one's own.'' And with a gay smile^ 
Emily took up a third letter. 

'^Here/' said Lady Bertram^ ''is an en- 
closure for your father^ in this note of Lady 
Mordington's. Ring the beli, mV dear, if you 
please. 

Emily obeyed^ and a servant answered the 
flummons. 

"Take this to Sir Thomas/' said Lady 
Bertram. " Is he in bis own room ? " 

*' No, my lady, in the library. Mr. Car- 
michael is with him.^' 

" Mr. Carmichael f '' exclaimed both ladies 
in a breath. *' When did he come ? " 

" Five minutes ago, my lady." 

'* Does he dine bere ? " 
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" I don't know^ mj lady. He asked io see 
Sir Thomas/' 

" Weìì, take the note^ at ali events" said 
Lady Bertram^ '' and leave it in Sir Thomas' 
own room. What in the world can have brought 
Mr. Carmichael here?'' she added to her 
daughter^ as the man left the room. 

'^ Some parìsh business^ I dare say, some- 
thing requìring the assistance of a Justice 
of Peace;'' said Emily carelessly, and con- 
tinuing to read her letter. 

" But at such a time of day I So dark ! 
and only listen how it rains and blows ! " 

" So it does ! " exclaimed Emily. *' What 
changeable weather ! It was such a beautiful 
afternooQ when we carne home I But as to 
Mr. Carmichael^ mamma^ it would be won- 
derful in any body else^ certainly, to pay a 
visit at this time of day, but he never does any 
thing like other people. I declare he gets 
stranger every day — ^and more and more of an 
ascetic I I have no doubt he came out in the 
cold and dark^ rather than in the day time, 
because it was less agreeablcj — a voluntary 
penance I I believe he will end by going over 
to Bome ; and die a monk of La Trappe.^' 

Lady Bertram smiled, took up another of 
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ber lettera, and tried to feel satisfied with ber 
daugbter's view of the case ; but aa indefinable 
dread, for wbicb sbe could not account, kept 
creeping on ben She sat listening nervonsly 
for every sound; and as minute after minute 
passed, and stili tbere was none, — no in- 
terruption to tbe silence of tbe large house, — 
ber uneasiness stili increased. The very puU 
sations of ber own beart were audible to ber; 
the ticking of tbe Frencb clock on the mantel- 
piece jarred oa I^er nerves to agony. She 
neither moved nor spoke, but sat in a species 
of passive expectation of something terrible; 
whilst Emily, occupied with ber letter, neither 
looked up nor observed the agitation of ber 
motber. Ali at once tbere was a sound. 
Every senso awake, and as it were distended, 
Lady Bertram felt, rather than beard, the 
opening of tbe distant library door. Then 
succeeded tbe tread of footsteps descending the 
atairs, — for ber apartments were on the ground 
floor; — slowly they came down; slowly — 
faeavily, — crossed tbe ball. The swing door 
wbicb closed in the passage to ber room was 
pushed open ; the footsteps, distinct as those 
wbicb were audible before bis assassination to 
Henri Quatre, came along tbe passage, — paused 
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at the door. There was a sound of paìnful 
breathing outsìde a low knock 

Lady Bertram started from ber cbair. 

"Dear Mamma; how nervous you are!*' 
said Emily^ looking up from ber letter. It 9 
only Justine^ I suppose. I see it ìs dressing- 
time. Come in/* 

The door opened at tbese words^ and dis- 
closed^ not Justine^ but ber father, bis coun- 
tenànce pale as a corpse^ bis erect and stately 
frame shaking ali over. Behind bim carne 
Mr. Carmicbael^ not less ghastly pale^-— an 
open letter in bis band. Emily stood trans- 
fixed j wbile ber mother^ sinking again upon 
ber seat, witb difficulty gasped out the words — 
" Teli me, Sir Thomas ! Teli me ! do not keep 
me in suspense ! My boys whieh — — ? *' ^ 

** My dear wife } " said Sir Thomas, sitting 
down by ber, and taking ber band, — " endea- 
vour to '' 

"My brotbersl'' sbrìeked Emily, wìldly 
clasping ber bands, " Arthur ? '' 

Mr. Carmicbael sadly shock bis head. A 

few low murmured words, and then there 

was a scream from the mother,-— so wild, so 
loud, — so fearful, that it rang tbrougb every 
passage in the building, and brought a crowd 
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''HughH! My boy! my Hugh! Dead! 
KUled ! Shot ! My boy— my boy ! '' 

It was even so. The same post which 
brought to the sister that letter, fiUed with 
praises of her youngest brother^ had coaveyed 
one to Mr. Carmichael from Lord Sarsfield, 
the husbaud of Lady Bertram^s sister^ who 
addressed him at once as clergymaa of the 
parish^ and as the personal friend of his 
brother-ìn-law^ imploring him to break to the 
unfortunate parents the tidings of horror^ which 
bis heart failed him in attempting to send by 
a direct channel. Hagh Bertram^ in company 
with several other sportsmen^ had on that day^ 
gone out^ fnll of life and joyousness as usuala 
to shoot in the pheasant covers ; and an hour 
before his uncle wrote^ he had been brought 
home — a corpse ! It appeared that the gun 
of the youngest of the party, a mere boy, and 
unaccustomed to cover shooting, had by some 
unhappy accident got entangled amongst the 
twigs of a birch-tree, — had gone off just as 
Hugh Bertram came up, and lodged its whole 
charge in his right tempie. He was killed on 
the spot. Nothing, Lord Sarsfield said, but 
the fraatic despair of the involantary homicide, 

h3 
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and the dìstraction of his whole fainfly^ wouid 
bave prevented his setting off to couvey the 
dreadful news in person; but he did not feel 
it right to leave home under such circum- 
stances^ and must therefore await^ with sen- 
sations whìch he did not attempt to describe, 
the arrivai of his brother-in-law. 

Sir^ Thomas set off that very night ; leaving 
to Mr. Carmichael the charge of every necessary 
arrangement at Kingsconnell. Andon theTues- 
day^ the day on which his mother and sister had 
so proudly anticipated his arrivai^ — on that day 
did the young Hugh indeed come home. Late 
on that dark winter's afternoon^ the hearse 
containing the mangled remains of what had 
been so lately full of life^ hope^ and happiness^ 
stood before the gate of his father's house. Two 
days after, the family vault of the Bertrams 
wàs opened to receive another inmate; and a 
concourse of the neighbourìng gentry and 
tenantry, amongst whom there existed but one 
feeling, that of the profoundest sympathy, as- 
semblea to follow to that dark receptacle the 
cofiSn of the lately blooming and joyous boy. 
Por him, indeed, so far as his earthly career 
was concerned, there had been no need for 
regrets that he must ever grow older^ or ever 
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encounter any of the troubles of the world. 
His brìef brìght day had gone down ere yet a 
cloud had darkened it. But what of the other 
world, the unseen state, into which he had 
entered ? Who had ever attered a word to 
waru hìm that the present life is but a passage 
to another? No oue, save at distant iatervals, 
the brother so long severed from him ; and the 
faithful pasior, who at the awful idea of that 
young soul, thus sammoned unprepared, ìii 
one instant, to etemity, groaned in very bitter- 
ness of heart; and experienced, as ali must 
have done^ who bave ever suffered the horror 
of doubt respecting the weal of the departed 
object of affection, that longìng to utter inter- 
cessory prayers in ita behalf, at once so naturai 
and so vain an impulse. ^'Where the tree 
hath fallen, there shall it also lie/' 

As the figure of Sìr Thomas Bertram, lean- 
ing on Lord Sarsfield^s arm, and bent as by 
the weight of twenty additional years, slowly 
passed from the church-yard, and ascended the 
carriage which was to convey him back to his 
desolated home, alow murmur of sympathy 
arose amongst the humbler spectators who stood 
clustered round the gate^ 
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'^ Eh sirs ! He's a sair altered man ! His 
grief s weel seen on him/' 

"But the leddyl she's waur they say, — 
•he's far waur. She hasna^ seen the licht o' 
day sin' the word cam/' 

"Aye, aye! Lord help us! It's heen a 
judgment-Iike thing/' 

*'Ye may say that !" And many solemn 
sbakes of the head lent emphasis to the words. 

" What are ye a' glowerin' at ?" suddenly 
exclaimed Haverel Patie, the half-witted crea- 
ture mentioned in a previous volume, who now 
Game up, his crazy brain excited to the utmost 
by the unwonted spectacle. '^It^s agreat sicht 
nae doot^ but bidè awee^ bidè awee^ ye'se get 
mair o't. The play's no a* played oot yet." 

" Whisht, Patie, whisht, my man I Gang 
awa' hame, that's a braw lad I" interposed a 
prudent senior. 

" Gang awa' hame^ quo' he ?" retorted the 
naturai, in a tone of lofty scom. " Gang hame 
yersell, Eben Geddes ! Fse gang nane. It's 
no worth while. Fm thinkin' just to'^bide bere, 
to be at hand to jsee the sport when Sir Thammas 
Comes back again." 

" Gude guide us !" " Losh keep us a' 1" 
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" Whisht, Patie ! whisht for your life I'' Such, 
accompanied by suppressed shuddering^ and 
ominous looks^ were a few of the exclamations 
which foUowed this speech. He to whom they 
were addressed^ the whìle^ stood looking round 
him with that air of supreme disdain which 
freqaently characteriaes persona of his de- 
scriptioa. 

" Whisht for my hfe I It^s easy to say 
whisht ! Div' ye no ken, ye puir blinded 
gowks, that Sir Thammas Bertram has three 
mair yerrands here yet, afore a's dune ? And 
the third '11 he the brawest sporta — ^for he'U 
come wi' his feet foremost l" 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

" Bitter, treue Schwesterliebe 

Widmet euch diesa Herz ! 
Fordert keine andre liebe, 

Denn es macht mir Bchmerz ! 
Ruhig mag ieh euch erscheinen, 

Ruhig gehen sehn ; 

Eurer Augen atilles Weinen 

Kann ioh nicht veritehn." 

Schiller. 

Amonost ali who wept the untimely fate of 
Hugh Bertram^ there was none, beyond his own 
family and Mr. Carmichael, who did so with 
deeper grief than Beatrice Lockhart. He had 
been a sweet engaging cbHd when she first 
became the companion of his sister ; and dnr- 
ing the years of their happy intimacy she had 
seen him grow np to a manly, intelUgent youth, 
full of heart and kindliness. There had been 
something in his manner towards herself, on 
the last occasion of their meeting, which had 
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particularly touched and gratified ber, at a 
time when ber wounded spirit Btood much in 
need of sootbing ; and had caused ber to re- 
collect bim witb warm afféction ; it maj, tbere- 
fore^ be imagined witb wbat grief and dismay 
sbe learnt tbe tidings of bis deatb, and a deatb 
so awful I To tbink of tbat young creature, 
on wbom life was just opening in ali its fairest 
bues, — ^tbus cut off in a moment, in tbe midst 
of a scene of enjoyment, — ^to tbink of bis un- 
bappy parents, bis sister, bis far distant 
brotbers, fondly attacbed as tbey ali were to 
eacb otber, wrung ber beart and tbat of tbe 
gentle and affectionate Helen, witb keen 
sorrow. But in Beatrice's case tbe sorrow was 
deepened by many causes. Bitterly did sbe 
reflect, too, on tbe imppssibility of ber now 
doing wbat ber beart would at once bave 
prompted, bastening to poor Emily in ber hour 
of distress, and weeping witb ber, if sbe might 
not console ber. Tbere were no enquiries 
made after tbe bereaved parents and sister 
from any quarter, witb balf tbe real feeling 
and interest wbicb prompted tbose of Beatrice, 
wfaenever sbe saw Mr. Carmicbael, and could 
learn from bim bow tbey were bearing tbeir 
beavy trial. On tbis subject be could not say 
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mach; little indeed of what he could have 
wished. Trial is not necessarìly sanctified to 
thesufferer; and the spirìt jn which this was 
met^ was not that which calls down a blessing. 
There was an absence of submission^ a ques- 
tioning of the will of the Àlmighty^ on the 
part-of the parents^ a bitterness^ a sorrow 
refusing to be comforted^ on that of the sister ; 
that species of sorrow which has no softening 
or hallowing elementi because it is one which 
has reference entirely to this present world^ 
and refuses to look further. Mr. Carmichael 
used his utmost endeavonrs to win the un- 
happy moumers to a hùmbler and gentler 
frame of mind; and many^ in the silence of 
the night, were his fervent prayers for those 
who did not pray for themselves ; but he had 
the pain of perceiving that ali was as yet in 
vain^ and that no impression such as he desired 
was made. 

It seemed^ indeed^ as Miss Babie Chisholm 
remarked^ that there were to be no more 
Chrìstmas merry-makings amongst the inhabi- 
tants of Kingsconnell parìsh^ Uke those of a 
few years, back. The kind and feeling hearts 
of the Sempill family at once dictated a re- 
nouncement of ali plans of the sort^ whilst 
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their nearest neighbours were under such 
severe affliction. But Walter and Helen; wLo 
seetned by tacit consent to be given up to their 
' fate^ as predestined lovers^ enjoyed much quiet 
and happy intercourse^ during the Christmas 
recess; and the lacerated heart of Beatrice 
seemed to derive new life from the sight of 
their happìness. No casual observer^ seeing 
ber now^ could bave divined tbrough what a 
fiery ordeal that heart had passed within the 
last months. This time ber healtb did not give 
way j for it is not certainty of misfortune^ but 
suspense^ such as sbe had before endured^ that 
saps the foundatìons of Ufe. Now sbe knew 
that ali was at an end. Sbe knew not wby^ 
for Arthur had found bimself utterly unequal 
to confession of the actual fact j bis wild and 
interrupted bursts of grìef, remorse, and des- 
pair had afforded no precise due to bis real posi- 
tion ; and Beatrice, amongst ali the conjectures 
which ber busy fancy conjured up/had never 
dreamt of the reality. Her idea was that he 
had come under an engagement to bis parents, 
not to reiiew bis addresses to ber, and that he 
could not prevail upon them to release bim 
from it j but ali the circumstances, ali the 
words spoken, that day, remained upon ber 
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memoiy as a confused aggregate of wretched- 
ness/whose component parta it was sometimea 
difficalt to recali distinctly. Of the first few 
dreadfiil days after it was over, her recollection 
was equally confused. Ali things seemed to 
pass before her like unrealities. . She remem- 
bered relating what had occurred to Helen, 
and receiTÌng firom her a narrative of her own 
meeting with Arthur in the moming ; and she 
recollected making strenuous efforts to appear, 
and to talk, as usuai, amongst the rest of the 
ùanìly; which shefelt comparatively easy; for her 
own private sorrow lay so deep, and was so un- 
connected with the outer life around her, that 
it was possible to keep it down. It was not 
till night, — ^not tiU she was alone, — ^in the 
scene of the moming's meeting, — not till then 
that she dared permit herself to remember. 
Then the full tide of repressed agony forced 
its way, unseen by human eye, — ^then, and on 
many an after night. It was long before she 
really felt that she should see Arthur no more, 
long before the habit of years, connecting him 
with every thought, feeling, and hope, could 
be uprooted. And perhaps those first days and 
nights of agony were less dreadful than the 
blank dreariness of heart which foUowed. Yet 
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there was little outward alteration in Beatrice ; 
little on which any eye but one which read her 
heart by the light of ita own ezperience^ could 
bave fastened to say that she was no longer the 
same. She pursued her nsual occupations ; 
and entered into ali Helen^s pursoìts with 
warmth and interest^ much more than had 
been the case during the tniserable period of 
the preceding year. It seemed as if she could 
not do enough for her sister^ or sufficiently 
labour to make amends for having gi?en the 
foremost place in her heart to another ; and as 
if the hopes of happiness which she no longer 
entertained on her own account, were hence- 
forward to be centered in Helen, But withal^ 
beneath ali, '^das herz ^war' gestorben, die 
Welt 'war^ leer/' The world was disen- 
chanted ; and yet the soul, so long absorbed 
in an earthly passion, could not disengage its 
wings from amongst the fragments of its broken 
idol ; and the dreariness which rendered earth 
one dismal blank, spread itsel^ Uke a dim mist 
over the face of Heaven. 

The visit of the two sisters to Miss Alex- 
ander, alluded to as in prospect by Emily 
Bertram, was prolonged till after Easter; and 
the quiet and somewhat dignified routine of 
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the house^ the absence of objects full of tor- 
taring assocìation, combined with the gentle 
kindness of Miss Carruthers^ and the softened 
hearing of even the stern Miss Yiolet^did much to 
restore the mind of Beatrice to a calmer and 
healthier frame ; whilst imperceptibly to herself^ 
the inestimable prìvilege of regularly attending 
the services of the Church^ which except durìng 
her residence there she hadnever been so situated 
as to enjoy^ since the death of her mother, began 
to produce the blessed effect of sooUiing and 
reducing to order the troubled chaos of her 
soul. The society of the excellent old clergy- 
man continued to be^ as it had always been 
to the sisters^ another blessing whose value 
was more to be traced by its after effects than 
noticed at the time. Dearly as both loved, 
and highly as they revereuced^ Mr. Malcolm^ 
his was that species of quiet unobserved in- 
fluence^ which is scarce récognised until it is 
withdrawn ; and then the consciousness of ali 
that is losrin it begins to awaken. 

But the whole period of Beatrìce's and 
Helen's residence with Miss Yiolet was not 
destined to pass in the same quiet and un- 
exciting way in which it had begun. Uncon- 
scioùsly to themselvesi the two sisters were one 



KINOSCONNELL. 165 

day, in Church, objects of the unceasing obser- 
vation of a gentleman^ evidently a stranger, 
who was with the family of Mr. Hepburn, one 
of the county gentry, who resided about two 
miles from St. MichaeFs. It was not until 
rising from her knees to leave Church, that 
Beatrice caught the eye so intently fixed upon 
her^ and as she did so, experienced the puzzling 
sènsation of having seen the face before^ and 
its being that of some one whom she ought to 
know^ without the most distant notiou whose 
it might be. Combined with this was a strange 
association, of painful and disagreeable ideas, 
which were at once accounted for, when on 
coming out of church Miss Violet's party was 
niet^by Mrs. Hepburn, who begged leave to re- 
introduce her cousin Mr. Sumner, who had 
accompanied her and her husband to dine 
with that lady, on an occasion too well-re- 
membered by Beatrice, rjither more than two 
years before. Mr. Sumner claimed her ac- 
quaintance, and in so doing, little guessed 
what a train of sad and bitter thoughts he 
conjured up. And from this time he became 
a Constant visitor at the house of Miss Alex- 
ander; few weeks passing in which he had not 
spent several long mornings there, besides 
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being occasionally iiivited to join the circle in 
the evening. His society proved a very agree- 
able addition to theirs^ and the two sisters 
learnt to anticipate seeing him \FÌth much 
pleasure^ and to miss him when he failed 
to appear. 

Meanwhile^ ali unknown to them, these 
visits conveyed a deeper meaniug to Miss 
Violet; with whom Mrs. Hepbum, a lady-like 
and pleasing Englishwoman^ had in the be- 
ginning of their intimacy held a private con- 
ference on the subject. She then informed 
that lady that from the period of their first 
meeting, her relative had been struck by 
Beatrice's attractions; but that, being then 
on the very ève of setting off for Italy, he 
could not prosecute the acqnaintance, which 
however he had never forgotten, and to renew 
which, in fact, had been the object of his 
offering to visit his Scotch friends at so 
unusual a season. Mr. Sumner was the second 
son of a gentleman of good family, and con- 
siderable property, in one of the southern 
counties of England. His father had been 
some years dead, and his elder brother now 
possessed the estate. He himself, at this time 
in his twenty-eighth year, was a junior partner 
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in a large mercantile house^ connected with 
Genoa, where he had spent the last two years ; 
and had only come to pass a twelvemonth or 
so at home, and return again to make it his 
residence. AH things considered, and his own 
good looks and gentlemanly manners reckoning 
for their share-of vaine, it appeared to Miss 
Violet that if he really were an admirer of 
Beatrice, he merited encouragement ; and that 
the circnmstance of her young relation mar- 
rying so speedily, and so well, would convey a 
keen and well-deserved reproach to the fickle 
lover who had deserted her. These conclusions 
the good lady rigidly kept to herself. She was 
one of those who require no " brother near the 
throne,^' to assist them in sustaining the 
burden of thought, or the responsibility of 
action. Not even Miss Carruthers received 
the smallest enlightenment on the subject ; 
bnt nevertheless, her woman's instinct very 
speedily arrived at the truth. Beatrice, ali 
this time, pròfoundly unconscious of his ad- 
miration, — her heart, as it were, bnried in 
the grave of her unforgotten love, and the 
memory of Arthur too vividly, and too in- 
cessantly, present with her stili, to admit such 
an idea into her mind respecting any other 
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man, — proved more captivating to him from 
the very unconsciousness which imparted such 
perfect ease and simplicity to ber deportment 
in bis company. The bitter heart-sorrow 
through which she had.passed it was impossiUe 
for him ^to guess. Like ali persons of vivid 
imagination and keen sense of social enjoy- 
ment, Beat riceva spirits were easiìy raised to 
liveliness, even to gaiety, by intercourse with 
otbers; and ber absence of egotism rendered 
ber prone to sympathy with the joys of those 
around ber, as well as with their sorrows ; and 
prompted ber sedulously to keep ber own 
in the back-ground. She found Mr. Sumner 
an agreeable and intelligent companion. This 
was ali that she thought upon the subject. 
Little could he dream that many a night, after 
some bours of animated conversation, often 
varied by music, bad sent him home more than 
ever enamoured of this captivating and ap- 
parently joyoua girl, those eyes which bad 
beamed so brigbtly through the evening were 
sbeddiug floods of the bitterest tears, unseen 
by ali; — "in the bushed midnight, when the 
happy slept;" those lips which bad smiled 
with such apparent gaiety were quiveringly 
pressed, again, and yet again, upon a few relics 
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which never met the light of day^ but scarcely 
ever failed to be produced from their receptacle^ 
kissed^ and wept over^ as night carne round. 
Few they were and worthless in ali eyes but 
her own^ and she would not bave exchanged 
them for a kìng's ransom. They consisted of 
the withered bouquet which she had had on 
the night of the ball at Kingsconnell ; another 
composed of heather and sweet Gale (or Bog- 
Myrtle), which Arthur had gathered for her 
on their last happy expedition to the loch 
amongst the hills^ and which she had worn 
throughout thatevening; — one or two trifling 
notes from him^ which had accompanied par- 
cels of books^ and several little poems^ or verses 
for music^ of bis composition, copied in bis 
own band. These, and the " Christian Year^' in 
which he had written her name^ were ali ; but 
what a world within a world, — a life beneath 
a life^ was comprised in that ali! And how 
little could it be comprehended by the calm^ 
reserved^ and undemonstrative acquaintance^ of 
whom^ — ^knowing nothing of love but as it 
had appeared in the passionate and sensitive 
Arthur, or as it did appear in the frank/ open- 
hearted Walter, who carried bis honest and 
VOI. ni. I 
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manlj heart npon bis sleeve^ — ^it never oc- 

cuired to Beatrice to think as a lover I 

Bnt ibis state of unconsciousness was at 
last brought to a termination by a formai 
arowal of bis attacbment on Mr. Sumner^s 
part^ accompanied by a request for permission 
to write to Captain Lockbart on tbe subject* 
Tbis event occurred one day, on occasion of 
bis finding Beatrice alone, a circumstance 
wbicb at bis request bad been ezpressly con* 
trìved by Miss Alexander, wbo bad sènt 
Helen, under Miss Carnitbers^ cbaperonage, 
to spend the forenoon at tbe bouse of one of 
their county neigbbours ; and berself remained 
ensconced in the dining-room, under the pre- 
text of baving accounts to arrange, until after 
tbe termination of tbe interview, wbicb oc- 
curred sooner tban sbe expected, and by no 
means as sbe boped. 

It was on Helen's return from ber visit, 
tbat, finding ber sister alone in their room, 
pale, agitated, and with eyes hearing too 
eloquent testimony to tbe tears sbe bad been 
shedding since they parted, ber anxious en- 
quirìes speedily elicited the fact of Mr. Sum- 
ner's offer, and its rejection. 

*' Oh ! Beatrice, dear, how dreadful ! What 
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a palnful thing to be obliged to do ! And I 
never^ somehow^ guessed that Mr. Sumner 

yet I don't know, after ali/' Helen mu- 

sìngly added^ — ^'for some little time past I 
have had odd suspicions that he admired you 
very much, dear. Did you never think so 
yourself?'' ' 

"Never, Helen, till quite lately," replied 
Beatrice. "I fear I hare not behaved well. 
I fear I ought to bave seen it much sooner, if 
I had. not been occupied by other thoughts. 
It was wrong, and I am very, very sorry. 
Miss Yiolet says I have encouraged himr— that 
I have not treated him well. She is so mudi 
displeased l" 

" Oh Beatrice ì Is she ? What shall we 
do? I do feel so terrified for Miss Yiolet's 
anger ! Was she terribly angry ? " 
• "Not so much angry as stern, severe, — 

pitiless ; — so indignant so and I felt 

so miserable ali the time. Oh ! if we had but 

Aunt Helen! She would feel .'^ Beatrice 

paused, and bit ber lip to restrain a fresh burst 
of tears. 

" And when, dear, did you begin to suspect 
any thing?'' asked Helen, after she had 
soothed ber sister's distress by a thousand 

I 2 
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afPectionate caresses^ and by ali that the ten- 
derest sympathy in its cause could do. 

" Only a few days ago, darling, from yarìous 
things be said, and something in bis manner; 
and whenever I really tbought I saw it, I did 
ali I could, without rudeness, io withdraw, and 
make bim understand tbat I could not return 
sucb feelings; and I flattered myself tbat be 
must bave seen it. You may guess bow 
frigbtened, and bow very miserabk, I was 
to-day, wben I found myself fairly .entrapped, 
and oblìged to listen. Ob 1 it was so painful ! 
I cannot bear to give pain. And I liked Mr. 
Sumner so mucb, if only it bad not come to 
tbis I Now we sball never see bim again. 
And to tbink tbat be may consider bimself ill- 
treated, — ^tbink of me as an unfeeling/ flirt, tbe 
cbaracter I most despise ! Miss Yiolet said he 
would." 

"Nonsense, Beatrice!" indìgnantly ex- 
claimed Helen. ^^ It is too bad of Miss Violet 
to say so, — just because sbe knows bow easily 
you can be persuaded to tbink yourself in tbe 
wrong. I am sure Mr. Sumner must know 
too mucb of tbe world, too mucb of wbat flirts 
really are, to tbink any thing of tbe sort. I 
am sure no one could suspect you of trifling 
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iirith any one's feelings. What did you say to 
him, Beatrice 7 '^ 

"The trath, of course/' replied Beatrice. 
''I told him how grieved I was^ — and that 
I had not thought of him at ali in that lìght^ 
because my miad was engrossed by other 
thingSj — and for this I trusted he would forgive 
me. And I said that I could not love him^ 
for that I had loved another person^ and 
although we were now parted^ I could not 
forget him/^ 

*' Ànd he seemed mnch distressed ? ^* 

** Yes^ I am afiraid he was. He did not say 
mnch. He was very kind^ considerate^— quieta 

-ì-you know not like . We don't quite 

understand that sort of manner^ — and I feel 
afraid of it. He looked very sad. And when 
at last he found that I could not givo any 
other answer^ he rose to go^ — and he took my 
hand^ and kissed it. Oh! how wretched I 
felt!" 

" No wonder ! Dear 1 I should bave died ! 
And then you were summoned to Miss 
Violet ? " 

*'Ye8 — about half an hour after. That 
was the most dreadful part of it, Helen. I 
feel that Miss Violet will never forgive me ; — 
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and she has been so kind to ns tbat it is most 
paìnfal. I could not bave done otherwise ;— 
I could not marry Mr. Sumner^ but to teél 
how mucb I bave disappointed ber cuts me to 
tbe beart; tbe more so because sbe will not 
permit one to sbow any feeling of tbe kind. 
Once offended, sbe is inexorable. Sbe will not 
understand tbat one may deeply regret baving 
diqileased ber^ tbougb one cannot wisb to alter 
tbe cause of displeasure/' 

Tbis was quite true; and so it pro?ed. 
During tbe remainder of ber young cousins^ 
visita Miss Alexander continued to make Bea- 
trice sensible^ to tbe fullest extent^ of tbe 
enormity of ber own conduct^ in tbus refusing 
an excellent offer, witbout baving any satis- 
factory reason to assign for it ; and tbe gentle 
Miss Carrutbers, ber kind beart acbing for 
*^ tbe creature/' as sbe fondly termed Beatrice^ 
was forcibly reminded of similar circumstances 
in tbe experience of ber wbo bad first borne 
tbat name; and of tbe similar fiery ordeal 
tbrougb wbicb simUar contumacy on ber part 
bad caused ber to pass. It added to tbe deptb 
of tbe kind old lady's sympatby to reflect^ as 
sbe did^ often witb tears^ tbat in tbe case of 
ber daugbter no sucb bappy termination to ber 
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trials was reasonably to be looked for, as that 
which had occurred with the elder Beatrice. 
'^Unless, indeed, Sir Thomas Bertram were 
dyingy which in the course of natnre he must 
do before his son ; then what is to Under it ali 
coming rigfat yet^ Ma'am ? ^^ 

Such was Miss Carruthers' observation to 
Miss Grace Lockhart, on occasion of a private 
conference between them, when the latter lady 
arrived at St. Michael's for the purpose of 
escorting her nieces home to the Grange. 
The temptation to impart to her the tale of 
Mr. Sumner's rejection was irresistible ; and 
never was confidence bestowed on one who 
prized it more. Miss Grace's regret that Bea^ 
trice sfaould have declined snch a desirable 
offer was quite counterbalanced by the rapture 
which dilated her romantic soul^ in meditating 
on so charming an incidente and stili more in 
being able to relate it^ under the seal of the 
strictest secrecy, of course^ at Sempilltower^ 
where her regret was shared, whilst the feeling 
which had prompted the rejection was fuUy 
appredated. But Miss Grace's most signal 
triumph eonsisted in writing a fìill^ true^ and 
particular account óf the whole transaction to 
Mrs. Heniy Lockhart, who was now com- 
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fortably establìshed in a handsome house at 
Brìghton^ her mamma dose at hand to admire 
and worshìp her^ and Agatha to enact Souffre- 
douleur^ while Anna Maria/* was safe at sehool. 
With her. Miss Grace frequently e^changed 
letters, and never having forgotten her spiteful 
commentaries on Mr. Sumner^s early admi- 
ration of Beatrice, it may be questioned whether 
being able to say that the latter was about to 
be married to him, would bave been half so 
delightfid to her as having it in her power to 
enhance her consequence by telling how she 
had refused hìm. 
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CHAPTER X. 

** Aod Ì8 this the last, last look of thine 
That erer I shall see ? 

Yet 6 OD thee sare, and may'st thou have 

A lady to thy mind ; 
More woman-proud, and half ai troe 

Ab one thou leav'st behìnd 1 
And GoD me take with Him to dwell — 
For Him I cannot love too well, 

Al I bave loved my kind." 

£. B. Browning. 



** Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 
la our destined end or way : 
But to act» that eaeh to-morrow 
Find US farther than to*day." 

H. W. L0NX3F£LL0W. 

The bursting freshness of an earl; spring was 
daily showering added beauty upon the woods 
of Eangsconnell^ '^smiling^ as ìf earth con- 
tained no tomb.'^ Sut the wooda were silente 
the gardens deserted^ the manaion uutenanted, 

I 8 
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save bj servants. The bereaved owners had 
qtiitted it before Easter^ and were now at 
Hastings. It had been Sir Thomas's originai 
pian to take hìs lady and danghter abroad as 
the season advaneed ; with the purpose of again 
meeting his elder 8on, and of accompanying 
him to Italy for the following winter. It 
seemed as if ali shrank from the idea of re- 
tuming to their beautiful Scottish home. Sut 
these arrangements were compietela frustrated 
by the tenor of William's letters. He wrote 
to announce his resolution of coming home to 
Kingsconnell^ as soon as the season and his 
own health^ would admit of his travelling. 
The tidings of his brother's death had com- 
pletely^ and for a length of time^ prostrated 
the comparative strength which he had gained ; 
and it was observable that now, in writing, he 
said as little as possible on that subject, but 
left it to be inferred, from his proposing a 
joumey northward, and having gained the 
consent of his physician to the pian, that he 
must be greatly better. It was not thus that 
he wrote to Mr. Carmichael. To him he made 
no secret of the motives of his return. " I 
feel/* he said, ^^ as if I could not die in peace, 
away from Kingsconnell. My time is nearly 
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ont, ud I have the most intense longing to be 
there irfaea the summons meets me. Wonld 
to God^ for the sake of those whose welfare lies 
nearest to my heart^ that I had never been con- 
demned to this exile^ which has but for a short 
space delayed what I always knew to be inevit- 
able ! Sut I had no right to decline the last 
chance of life. There was once a time when 
no stronger wish possessed me^ than to die, 
and be buried bere, beside a grave which three 
years ago closed over the happiness of my 
existence ; bnt I now feel that to be of little 
moment. Wherever onr mortai remains may 
lie^ our spirits will be together soon^ and I 
would fain dedicate the short remnant of my 
days to the Living whom I must quit^ not to 
the Dead whom I am abont to join.^^ 

Without guessing at this^ the proposed 
return of their son was a disappointment, as 
well as a source of anxiety to bis parents ; bnt 
the manner in which he gave notice of it too 
plainly showed that bis whole heart was in the 
plan^ to admit of their attempting any opposi- 
tion to it; and they resolved^ therefore^ to 
remain in England until he should land there, 
and travel down along with him. Their anxiety 
respecting him, meanwhile, was somewhat 
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soothed bj tidings [from Arthur^ of a consum* 
mation to ali théir ambitious hopes which they 
had scarcely dared- to anticipate. He wrote^ 
in brief terms, to intimate that bis engagement 
witb Miss Adair had received the sanction of 
ber parentSy altbougb owing to various pre- 
liminary arrangements which were necessary, 
no time could as yet be named for their mar- 
riage ; bnt that Lord Mountjoye had signified 
bis consent to its taking place as soon as those 
could be eoncluded. Thus were the brightest 
dreams of bis mother and sister realized ; and 
the ambitious hèart of bis father debvered from 
a load of anxiety on bis bebalf.. There seemed 
no bounds to the brilliancy of the career now 
opening out before bis son. 

The announcement of Arthur's intended 
marriage was màde to Mr. Carmichael^ in a 
lettor from Sir Thomas bimself ; a brief one^ 
in consideration of their approaching meeting, 
when, as the writer said^ he could communicate 
ali particulars ; but in which special mention 
was made of the engagement between bis son 
and Miss Adair as actually subsisting at the 
period of Arthur's last visit to Kingsconnell. 
Becalling, as.he so vividly did, the young man's 
evident wretchedness at that time^ and coupling 
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the recoUection with that of some of his un- 
conscìous revelations of his feelings during the 
day when the fever first attacked him. Mr. 
Carmichael drew his own conclusions on the 
subject^ and acted accordingly. The same 
night on whìeh the letter reached him^ it was 
sent to Beatrice Lockhart^ enelosed in a few 
kind lines fròm Mrs. Sempill^ informing her 
that it had been given her to read and then to 
bum ; and as it occurred to her that her dear 
young friend might be spared some annoyance 
by receiving private and authentic accounts of 
a piece of news likely to be so much talked 
of^ she would leave it to her to destroy the 
letter after perusal. She must on no account 
take the trouble of retuming it. 

Seatrice followed the injunctiou ; nor did 
any verbal communication^on the subject ever 
pass between her and Mrs. Sempill ; but the 
silent fervour with which, at their next meet- 
ing^ she returned the affectionate embrace of 
the latter^ spoke volumes to her kind and 
feeling heart. Most gratefuUy indeed did 
Beatrice own from what pain such considera- 
tion had saved her. Now she could hide her 
feelings ; and no one^ ^not even her darling 
Helen^ shouid ever guess the anguish of this 
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final wrench to a heart^ which she then felt had 
never ceased to love^ nor even to ding to a 
faint shadow of hope^ now to be extingaished 
for ever. Helen herself was deceived by the 
calmnesa with which Beatrice gave her the 
letter to read, — calmness far surpassing her's 
on leamiog the tidings ; — and with which she 
even forced herself to talk on the sabject to 
her sister. Bùt it was a case in which she felt 
that to permit what she really sa£fered to be 
▼isible^ would lower her in her own ejes. The 
night avenged itself for this constraint ! Vain 
were it 1^ attempt describing the agony with 
which Beatrice sat herself down in the old 
school-room^ whither she had stolen when 
Helen fell asleep, — there^ in the very spot 
which had witnessed so many hours of happi- 
ness — the spot which had been the scene of 
that last farewell, — to bring before her own 
mind the fact, never really admitted till now^ 
that from this time forth the memory of 
Arthur Bertram must be recalled no more; 
that to her he must henceforth be as one dead. 
Had that been all^ it had been a pain more 
calmly home. But to think of him as heart- 
less, treacherous, uuworthy of the love she 
had felt for him^ — ^to be assured that he never 
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cauld bave loved her bui as tbe object of au 
bour^ tbat be never could bave been wortby of 
ber beart's devotion to bim^ tbis indeed was 
pain, and bitterneM, and desolation. Bnt it 
must be bome^ — and it must be concealed. 
And sbe must part^ — part at once^ witb ali 
wbicb recalled bis image, — ^for to tbink of him 
now would be sin. Nerved by tbis considera- 
tion^ sbe unlocked ber desk^ and took from its 
secret drawer tbe little relies already men* 
tioned^ looked at tbem once more, tben laying 
tbem in tbe empty grate, applied a matcb to 
tbem, and stood calmly by till tbey were con«- 
sumed to asbes. One tbing stili remained to 
be done, tbe last and bardest of ali. Tbe 
'^ Cbristian Year " — tbat precious gift of bis, 
wbicb since tbe day be placed it in ber bands 
bad been ber companion, counsellor, and 
friend, — from wbose pages be bad read to ber, 
witb wbose exquisite poetry tbe sound of bis 
voice, tbe glance of bis eye, were inseparably 
connected, — in wbicb bis own band bad traced 

ber name, sbe must part witb it, — sbe 

must not venture to retaìn wbat was replete 
witb sucb associations; — bencefortb its treasury 
of pure, boly, elevating tbougbt, must be ber 
solace no more. Tbere seemed a species of 
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retribution in this necessity. For thè last 
time she opened it^ to gaze upon his hand- 
writing — ^torned to the verses in the poem 
which she had first read on the Sundaj after 
she received it^ — ^that for the Eleventh Sunday 
after Trinity^ — and wrote the present date in 
pendi on theìr margin^ then clused the volume^ 
sealed it up in paper, and placed it in the 
empty drawer. And as^ at this final sacrifice^ 
her imprisoned tears burst forth^ and layìug 
ber head upon the desk she wept in utter aban- 
donment of soni, she did indeed feel that for 
her — 

Ali bright bopes, and bues of day 

Had faded into twiligbt grey." 

It was about three months after this memo*- 
rable night^ on a beautiful afternoon near the 
middle of August, that Beatrice and Helen 
were sitting as usuai in the school-room, 
whither they had just retumed from the par*- 
lour^ attracted to it by a visit from Mr. Car^ 
michael, from whom they knew that they 
should bear something of William Bertram. 
The family had been about ten days arrived at 
Kingsconnell ; and since then he had never left 
his room. He was very ill^ as even Dr. Chis- 
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holm was compelled to admit ; and Sir ThomaSi 
at bis urgent request^ had written, to en* 
deavour to procure leave of absence for Ida 
seeond son^ that he might reach home in time 
to see hìs brother yet in life. Mr. Carmichael 
added that Willìam^s anxietj to see bis brother 
was the one only subject on which bis mind 
was not at rest. On ali other points he was in 
a state of perfect peace ; but the dread of not 
Uving till Arthur arrived was evidently preying 
much upon him. Mr. Carmichael was with 
him, he said^ every day. William had begged 
him to be so. Frequently he had found him 
unable to converse beyond a few words ; and 
at other times comparatively strong, and faU 
as ever of the warmest interest in every person 
and thing around him. At William's request^ 
he himself had waited on Mr. Malcolro, and 
asked him again to visit bis friend^ as he had 
been used to do during bis last stay at home^ 
which the good old clergyman had gladly 
done^ more than once; and was evidently 
deeply interested in him. It was^ Mr. Car- 
michael added^ a comfort to himself to reflect 
that in this way William would not be de- 
prived on bis death-bed^ of those last and 
holiest consolations which the Church of Scot- 
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land denied ber expirìng .children. This was 
said in a low voice to the two sisters^ who had 
followed him into the lobby, when he took 
leave, for the pnrpose of asking more par* 
ticulars than they could endure to do before 
the rest of the party. Sut it was so evidently 
by a painful effort that he maintained his usuai 
composed demeanour in talking on the subject, 
that in sympathy with his feelings, they re- 
frained from many questions wlùch they longed 
to put, and only enquired if he were on his 
vrsj to Kingsconnell now ? No, he replied, he 
did not meau to go until the evening. He 
had various calls of duty for the forenoon, and 
he generally found that Mr. Bertram was 
stronger, and more equal to conversation 
towards evening. He took his departure, and 
Beatrice and Helen retumed sadly to theìr 
usuai retreat. The window stood open, and the 
perfumed air of the glorious August day carne 
wooingly in lErom the garden, as if to tempt 
them forth; but both their hearts felt too 
heavy for its effdlgence of lìght and heat, and 
leaves and flowers. Helen had mechanically 
taken up the pencil, which she had laid down 
on hearing that Mr. Carmichael was in the 
parlour, and Beatrice was about to resumé her 
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work^ aB mechanically, when a sound was heard 
in the garden^ — a step upon the walk.- 



Helen looked up, and uttered a suppressed 
exclamation^ and Beatrice at the same instant 
arose^ but remained standing hj her chairj 
literally because she trembled so violently that 
she could not adrance. Emily Bertram was 
outside the window, looking in iipon thenij as 
if uncertain whether to approach ! 

Helen recollected herself^ and hastily went 
forward. ''Helen/' said Emily, raising her 
veil as she spoke, and disclosing a &ce of 
deathly paleness, and eyes sunken and heavy 
from tears. " Beatrice 1 " as the latter in her 
tnrn drew near, and held out her hand. " Oh 
Beatrice ! forgive me ! " She entered the room 
at these words, and threw her arms round the 
neck of her early friend, who could not with- 
stand the old familiar action, and clasped her 
to her heart. 

"Sit down, Emily, dear,'* said Helen, in 
her low kind voice, and drawing forward a 
chair, 

"I bave not time," replied Emily. ''I 

must not delay. Beatrice^ I came to ask 

to imploro " she paused, as if afraid to 

trust her voice any farther. 
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''What i8 it, Emily ?^' saìd Beatrice. 
''There is no need to implore. Wj^at can I do 
to be a comfort to you ; — teli me ? " — 

" WiU you come home .with me just now ? " 
asked Emily. " Will you, Beatrice ? William 
seat me. He cannot rest till he has seen you 
agaiui he says. He bade me entreat you to 
come and ■ ■ to come — — to ' ■ bid 

'him farewell ! Beatrice — he is dying ! " At 
these last words her composure gave way^ and 
linking on the chair which she had decUned, 
she hid her face in her handkerchief, and wept 
and sobbed unrestrainedly. Nor could either 
of the sisters speak to answer her. Both were 
in tears. At last, by a strong effort^ Emily 
checked her's^ and turned to Beatrice. 

" I know/' she said, " I know I am asking 
what I could scarcely expect you to grant. 
Beatrice. But you were always kind^ — and 
you know how — how William always loved 
you. Oh ! do not refuse this request 1 I en« 
treat you, do not.*^ 

" Emily, could you imagine that I would f " 
said Beatrice, in her turn making an effort at 
self-command. I am ready to go, this instant. 
I shall not detain you.^^ She arose and left 
the room ; and Helen, her gentle heart com- 
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pletely softened by the distress of ber whom 
she had last seen in ali the pride of unbroken 
prosperity^ approached Emily, ònd took ber 
band, which she pressed between ber own» 

" Try to cairn» yoursel^ dear Emily," she 
said. " Whilst there is life, there is hope." 

Emily shook ber head. ''No, Helen, there 
is none. There is no hope, and he knows it 
quìte well. It is bis composure, bis sweetness, 
bis patience — that break my heart. I always 
loved bim dearly, but never aa I love bim now, 
I tbink, now when I must lose bim. And to 
think of bis dying m the very prime of youth ! 
He will only be twenty-nine on bis bìrtbday. 
Dying in the midst of ali that can render life 
desirable I " 

" But resigned to die, — dear Emily, — more 
tban resigned, — feeling that 'blessed are the 
dead which die in the Lord/ Oh I bow 
thankful you must be for that." Helen spoke 
in truthful earnestness and simplicity, as she 
felt; but she had touched a chord to which 
there was no responsive note in the heart of 
Emily. The latter made no reply. She could 
not look beyond the perisbing things of time, 
which ber brotber was called upon to quit ; 
and ber heart was full of the bitterness, the 
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murmurìng against Gk>d, inevitable to unsanc- 
tified affliction. A painful silence of a few 
minutes was broken by the entrance of Bea- 
trice, very pale, but perfectly cairn. 

'^ I am ready, Emily/' she said. '^ Helen 
dear, you wìll explain my absence/' 

Emily arose, and kissing Helen, departed 
along witb ber companion. They had reacbed 
the foot of the garden ere either spoke, and 
then their silence was broken by Beatrice. 
She enquired if William suffered mach 7 Some- 
times he did, was Emily's reply, — &om acute 
pain in the side, and Constant wasting fever ; 
and when that lefk him, his weakness was so 
excessive that the slightest exertion brought 
on fainting^fits. For two days past this had 
been the case. He had been longing^ ever 
since his arrivai, to see Beatrice, — ^had spoken 
of it repeatedly, and dwelt npon the subject 
beyond any other, — save one. — Beatrice shiv- 
ered. She knew what that one was! But 
hitherto there had been no day on which it 
would bave been possible for him to bear the 
excitement. This day, however, by one of the 
sudden tums of his capricious malady, he was 
rery much better ; better a great deal than he 
had appeared since his retorn home ; and he 
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had so earnestlj implored his sister to urge his 
request to Beatrice in person^ that she could 
not refuse; ''though I did^ Beatrice/' she 
added, ''and I do, feel the extent of the favour 
I nerved mjself to ask. Believe me I do." 

'' You need not, Emily/' replied Beatrice. 
" There is nothing you could ask me to do, to 
givo one hour's pleasure to your brother, or to 
console you in your affliction, that you would 
find me unwilling to agree to. There is no 
favour in the case. I feel it a comfort to be 
able to see him again.'' 

Few more words passed between them, in 
their progress through the luxurìant woods, 
filled with ali the affluence of summer, odorous 
with flowers, and resonantwith themurmuring 
life of the insect world, — ^white butterflies glanc- 
ing across the paths, — hhxe dragon-flies fixing 
themselyes on the pendant sprays of honey- 
suckle, and largo, heavy-laden' humble-bees 
buzzing in the flowers, or rising on the wing 
and passing on, with their long, deep droning 
sound. It was a day and a scene that con- 
trasted agonizingly with aching hearts ; and as 
Beatrice cast her eyes around on aU its beau* 
ties, a vivid recollection came rushing back 
upon her mind of one at the same period of 
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the sutnmer^ many years back^ wfaen ber 
mother and she^ and Helen, passing through 
these very woods, heard that Sir Peter Bertram 
was on bis death-bed. Had any soothsayer at 
that moment revealed to ber the chain of 
eyents which was to connect her fate with that 
of his family, — could she hare cast her eyes 
forward, from that bright and happy day to 
this^ and beheld herself as she was at this 
moment^ on her way to the side of another and 
a more mournful death-bed at Kingsconnell^ 
could she bave believed it possible ? And what 
wouid her mother have felt* had she been 
permìtted to foresee ìt ali ? 

The walk was not a long one, ere they found 
the iron gates opening to admit them to the front 
of the house; and there^ npon the steps of the 
portico^ stood Miss Margaret Bertram^ her vene- 
rable face wearing an aspect far more aged than 
when Beatrice had seen it last — and shadowed 
by a mournful solemnity, — ^but benevolent as 
aver. She advanced and affectionately kissed 
the trembling visitor. 

"Grod bless you, my dear!** she said, "I 
knew you would come at once. Emily/' turn- 
ing to her niece, ''go to your brother's room, 
by the terrace^ and teli him that I shall bring 
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Miss Lockhart to him in a few minutes. She 
must come with me and rest a little first. It 
will be better — less exciting for him, my dear, 
than taking you at once to bis apartment.'' 

So saying, she conducted Beatrice through 
the principal door, across the hall, and theuce to 
a small room, where, making ber sit down, she 
insisted on her swallowing, thougb with diflB- 
culty, a little wine and water, and by the 
inflaence of her own holy calmness, soon suc- 
ceeded in restoring that of her young friend ; 
who, in a few minutes after, found herself tra- 
versing the same passages, under the same 
guidance, which she had last done when, on the 
day of her departure from Kingsconnell, two 
years and a half before, she had gone to take 
leave of William Bertram. 

Miss Margaret^s tap at the door of her 
grand-nephew's room was answered by Emily ; 
who, full of the very bitterness of grief, without 
its softness, and mistrusting her own powers of 
self command, took leave of Beatrice with a 
silent kiss, and departed as they entered. In 
equal silence they advanced beyond the Indian 
screen, to the couch between the fire-place and 
a window, where, supported by pillows in a 
half-recliniug posture, William Bertram was 

VOL. III. B. 
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Jyiiig. He raised himself as Beatrice ap- 
proached^ and clasped both ber banda in bis 
without speaking; tben, as sbe sat down 
in the low cbair wbicb stood beside bis coucb, 
and Miss Margaret Bertram, perceiving tbat 
sbe trembied violently^ ùntìed tbe strìnga of 
ber bonnetj and laìd it aside^ be fixed a long, 
eamest gaze upon ber countenance, drew ber 
gently towards him, and kissed ber forehead. 

Beatrice did not attempt to speak. Sbe 
knew tbe absolute necessity for calmness in 
snch an ìnterview; and ber utmost efiPorts 
could as yet only ensure it by keeping silence. 
But not less long and earnest, and as mournful 
as bis own, was the gaze sbe bent on bim, 
noting eacb particular of the alteration in his 
appearance since last sbe bad seen bim, lying 
on tbat very coueb. A cbange indeed tbere 
was. Tbe ampie folds of tbe dressìng-gown 
wbicb be wore, witb its large, ricb sbawl- 
pattem, concealedtbe attenuationof bis figure; 
but tbe band witb wbicb he continued to bold 
her's was wasted to absolute transparency ; the 
skin looked as if stretched tightly «cross the 
white broad forehead and hollow temples, on 
wbicb tbe blue line of every separate vein could 
be distinctly traced, and over wbicb the hair 
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lay in heavy clìnging masses. There was an 
almost unearthly brightness in the eyes^ a spot 
of glowing pink on the whiteness of the cheek ; 
above all^ an expression in the countenance and 
in the smile^ always beautiful^ and now more 
than e ver so, — but not with the beauty of tbis 
world, — ali of which spoke the truth even to 
Beatrice^s inexperienced eye, and told her that 
he on whom she looked was ìndeed a dying 
man. Hìs eye, the while, was marking the 
change in her ; the paleness, the sadness, the 
altered aspect of her fair young face, from its 
bright look of old, — the volumes of thought 
and feeling which lay in the depths of her 
melancholy eyes, — and reading in them the tale 
of ali which she had nndergone sìnce they 
parted. And thus they reraained for several 
minutes, without exchanging a word, while Miss 
Margaret Bertram, after placing sether, sai 
volatile, and other restoratives, within reach, 
arose to leave them. 

" Try not to agitate yourself, my dear Wil- 
liam," she said, " or Miss Lockhart will regret 
hec kindness in coming to visit you." 

''No, dear Annt Margaret,^^ he replied in a 
lów voice, "there is no danger." 

Miss Margaret laid her haud, with some- 

K 2 
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thing of matemal kindness^ on the head ot 
Beatrice; then quitted the room^ and they 
were left alone together. 

^' Beatrice I dearest Beatrice I'' said Wil- 
Ham, pressing her hand. '' It was indeed kind 
of you to come here !" 

" Do not cali it ^o" she repUed. " I am 
only too happy to have it in my power to see 
you once more/* 

'* Yes/* he said, — " once more. A last fare- 
well. Beatrice. How have I longed for this l 
How often have I pined to see you again when 
far away l It was one of the principal hopes I 
entertainéd in returning home; for I felt 
assured that even after jall which has passed^ 
you would not refuse to come and visit me,'* 

" Oh no, no ! , You only did me justice." — 
Beatrice paused. She could not trust her voice. 

^' I thought/* he oontinued, " that it was 
a comfort which I might have hoped for more 
than once, — that perhaps some time— a longer 
space, for renewed intercourse, might have 
been granted me. But the last sands of life are 
ebbing away too rapidly now, — after this long, 
ingering time of slow decline. I feel that I 
must abandon this hope. I shall never see 
you again, Beatrice, on this side the grave.'* 
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He paused ; but Beatrioe did noi reply . Her 
mtmost efforta at self-controul could barely re- 
strain her tears. There was a minute^s silenee ; 
then raising her eyes, she met his fixed upon 
her, 

^'DeaargiriV^ he «aid, "you have suffered 
much since we parted. This is not the bright 
fece I remember here. Ferhaps even dearer 
on that very aooount, recallmg more vividly one 
which I last saw bearing traces of suffering, 
aow at an end for ever. Beatrice^ I loved- 
love you^ as a mister. ^I once hoped to hav^ 
called you «o in very truth. In life and health 
Z could not bave said this to you^ but on my 
death-bed you will pardon me.'* 

" Pardon you ! dearest — kindest \ — " Àgain 
her utterance failed^ and she turned away her 
head. 

** It has been a bitter grief to me, Beatrice," 
he resumed, " ali the more bitter because full 
of mystery. No one, sìnee I left England, has 
given me any distinct account of my brother's 

conduct. I know Beatrice l it is always a 

comfort, I think, to be assured of that — I know 
faow mueh he loved you." 

It was a comfort. Even in that miserable 
moment. Beatrice felt it so. She turned her 
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head, and wìped away the tears which had 
been gathering in ber eyes. *' William \" she 
8aid^ ** it is ali over now ; ali at an end for 
ever ; — and yet " 

" Yes/' he replied, *' I know what you 
would Bay. He did lore you^ Beatrice^ most 
devotedly, in former times ; and would to God 
he had remained trae to bis better self! Oa 
ali points »ave that one^ my heart is at rest. 
It is the last clinging to earth^ the last thought 
nrhicb intervenes between me and the things of 
eternity. If I might but live to see my 
brother ! He is so very dear to me^ — and he 
has 80 grievously disappointed me I And had 
it been me alone ! But to recoUect you, Bea- 
trice, as I saw you last, — and to see you now ! 
What has he not to answer for ! What bles- 
sings has he not flung away !'' 

The heart of Beatrice could not, even now, 
endure to bear blame cast upon Arthur. 
'' There may he much,'' she said, "much that 
we shall never know, William. If you had 
but seen him, as I did.'^ 

" Could you, — dare I ask it. Beatrice ? It 

8 what I bave no right to do but I may not 

live to put the question to Arthur — ^and it 

would remove a weight from my heart to 
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kaow the truth. Will you — dearest — grant 
tbis last request, and teli me what passed 
between you V 

'' Anytliing^ William, anytliiiig you ask 
me V said she* '* But you are faint — you are 
sadly exhausted* Do not ask it now V* 

'^Yes, dearest^ it must be now^ or it may 
be never/' he replied. *' No, I am not faint. 
If you will give me a little sai volatile, I shall 
be quite able to hear it/' She did so ; then 
sitting down by him again, ber hand in bis, 
ske told him alU The whole narrative, down 
to the last agonieing parting, aud Arthur's 
previous meeting with Helen, — ^all that it would 
at any other moment have appeared to her 
most impossible to teli, she ealmly related to 
his dying brother. William heard her to the 
end, and when she had concluded, pressed his 
lips to the hand he held, and uttered a long 
deep sigb. 

*' Unhappy i — misguided I*' he exolaimed in 
a low voiee. It is indeed ali over. May those 
who have to answer for it, in part at least, be 
forgìven sooner than they will forgive them-< 
selves ! The dark tale is not yet concluded. 
But ^ou, dearest, may you be blessed, strength- 
ened ; purified by these furnace-fires of trial 1 
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So young V^ he added^ fixing his mournfal 
eyes npon her, so young, so unprotected ! 
My poor^ poor Beatrice ì" 

" Young 1^' exclaimed Beatrice, with irre- 
pressible bittemeas of anguish. "Yes, Wil- 
liam, young to bave outlived wbat I bave done ; 
and to bave long, long joyless years stretcbing 
out before me, a lengtbened pilgrimage strewn 
witb tbe asbes of ali tbe bopes tbat I bave 
seen consumed ! It is not tbe strong feelings 
of youtb tbat I dread, — ^it is tbe dull weary 
remnant of life, after youtb is gone. Ob ! 
bappy you, wbo will never know it I" 

" My Beatrice, my own dear Beatrice, — 
happy tbey, and tbey alone, wbo fulfil their 
appointed task, be it wbat it may, and tarry 
out tbe Lord's timo for release ! Look be- 
yond; — look above;— above those mista tbat 
bidè tbe face of Heaven. Listone to tbe dying 
counsel of one wbo bas so deeply erred as I 
bave done, wbo lived without God in tbe days 
of bealth and vigour, and wbo finds bimself, 
by a righteous retribution, now wben be would 
gladly spend and be spent in tbe cause of bis 
Saviour, forbidden the privilege he sligbted 
before ! Listen to me, dearest/' • 

'^ Listen to you 7 Even as I would listen 
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to BXk angel/^ said Beatricet " But I can never 
be like you/' 

"Youcan bc,— please Grod, througli Hiiu 
strengtheniDg you, you will be— something far 
better,-»-far liigher — a nature made perfect by 
saffering^ — " he replied. '^But it is a long 
pilgrimage-— a toilsome path. Fray for faith 
to tread it. Bemember that lìfe was not be« 
stowed for feeling^ but for acting. Long, long 
after the wild joya and wild sorrows of youth 
hit over^ long as God spares you bere^ it is not 
to * a dull weary remnant of life/— it is to a 
path of duty^-^to discharge some appointed 
work,— to be the steward of some gifts of 
His,— to atteiui by His grace^ more and more 
resemblance to Him^ and conformity to His 
wili. The toil must be bere, Beatrice. The 
fruition will be hereafter.^' 

" Oh I if I could remember' that, William I 
But the path seems so long I And ali 1 love 
will leave it one by one, as you are about to do 1" 

He pressed ber band for some minutes in 
silence, then recovering his composure, spoke 
again. ^'Would I could take you with me, 
Beatrice I Not so much to deliver you from 
the miseries of this miserable world, as to save 
you, my beloved, from the danger of falling 
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away ! Trial may beset you. It may not lead 
you to God. It mny come between you and 
Him. Pray^ dearest^ watch and pray I There 
Ì8 no otlier safety. The longest path will seem 
short to you when viewed from where I am 
now/' 

" Bnt oh ! William^ it seems long from 
where 1 am I It ia not now, looking at^ and 
listening to you, whom I have loved like a 
brother ; it will not be even when weeping for 
you, William, and thinking of your having 
entered into rest. I have felt ali tbat ere now. 
My blessed mother, whom you will 8ee long 
ere I shall do, and to whom you will perhapa 
f peak of her children, in the world of reat, — 
left US long ago ; I know what it is to mourn 
for the sainted dead. But the liviiig, who 
must live without them, who must go on in 
their desolate paths ! Pity me, William ! 
Pray for me ! I am very miserable, and very 
faithless/^ 

" Pity you, Beatrice 1 If my pity, my 
love, — mydeep sympathy, — could console you !^* 
He paused. '' I can at least pray for you, 
dearest ; you have long had my prayers. And 
One whose pleadings are all-prevailing, will be 
heard on your behalf. May He cause a better 
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light than that of sun or moon^ to arìse on 
your dreary pilgrìmage. May He give you the 
spirìt of His children^ to lay your own will 
at the foot of His Cross^ and desire nothing^ 
but strength to follow Him in the narrow 
way." 

He was silent ; and as he lay back^ with 
closed eyes^ while Beatrice^ through the tears 
which dimmed her^s, sat gasing on him, it 
seemed to her that he eould scarcely have 
looked more stili, more cairn, if the last long 
sleep had already fallen upon him, She 
turned her eyes from him, and cast them round 
the apartment ; ìts elegant and luxurìous ap- 
pliances, — 'its books, its treasures of art, — then 
looked to the Windows, where through the soft 
muslin draperìes which shaded them, the warm 
sunbeams were falling on flowers within, and 
flowers without, — lightiug up with such splen- 
dour ali the lovely scene, whose dying heir 
could no longer find enjoyment in its beauties. 
But it was more sad to thiuk of Arthur in 
life, and health, surrounded by ali that this 
world could bestow, than of William on his 
early death-bed. And as Beatrìce's eyes at 
length fell upon the old picture of the children, 
where it stili hung in the old place, a thousand 
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dark And moumfiil augiiries connected with 
the historjr of those who had gone before^ 
ciowded on her mind; a thousand recollec- 
tioDs of the first time she had seen that 
pìcture, and of ali wbich had come and gone 
since then. She did not for some minutes 
perceÌTe that William had again looked \xp, and 
that hÌ8 eyea had followed the direction of 
hers'. He said nothing, but his silent pressure 
of her hand told her that he nnderstood what 
she was thinking of. But Beatrice now felt 
that their interview had been sufficiently pro- 
longed ; and with a pang almost like death dart- 
ing through her heart, she arose from her seat. 

" One moment/' whispered William. He 
covered bis eyes with bis hand^ as if uttering 
an internai prayer^, then taking hold of both 
hers'^ he looked her intently in the face. 

'' We shall see each other face to face no 
more^ Beatrice. Never more^ till we stand 
before the throne of Ood to receive our eternai 
doom. My Beatrice ! My sieter ! Oh ! may 
it be in joy^ and not in sorrow^ that we meet 
again. May it be as tbose who bave kept their 
lampa trìmmed and ready for the coming of 
their Lord I When troubles press hard upon 
you, Beatrice^ when the minute thorns of life^ 
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wkich are harder to bear than ita fiery darts^ 
lie thick upon your path^ till your spirit feels 
ready to faint within you, — ^remember the last 
prayer of yottr brother who haa gone before 
you, — ^keep your confidence stedfast unto the 
end^ and look to the rest which remaineth for 
the faithful. Fare you well, dearest I Fare 
you well l" 

He drew ber towards him^ and clasped ber 
in bis arms. One specchlcss^ tearless kiss she 
pressed upon bis brow^ as sbe arose; tbén^ 
ringing the beli at the head of bis couch^ sbe 
took up ber bonnet^ and quitted the room by 
the glass door. At tbat moment it would bave 
been impossible for ber to bave spoken, or to 
bave met any one^ with calmness. But it was 
not until sbe bad left the house far bebind 
ber^ and descending into the patbs by the 
river-side, bad reached a spot wbicb till tbat 
day she bad never dared to reyisit^ and fallen 
on ber knees beneatb the tree, — not until tben 
tbat the agony sbe bad been suppressing found 
a vent ; and amid tears^ and sobs^ and cries of 
inarticulate despair^ the conviction tbat sbe 
bad looked ber last on William Bertram^ and 
on Kingsconnell^ foreed its way to ber bursting 
heart. 
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CH AFTER XI. 

" She fondly cherished every remembrance of their wordfl 
and deeds, of their gcntleness and purity. • • « 

l^hey were not severed, but only out of sight The Com- 
munion of Saints was stili one. Nothing was changed but the 
visible relations of an earthly life i ali the unseen relations of 
love and food attachment stili remainedi nay, were knit more 
closely; for they that were yet watching had for them an in- 
tenser love, softened and purified by sorrow; and they that 
slept were fiUed with the love of God. The unlty of the Saints 
on earth with the Church unseen is the closest bond of ali." 

Archdeacon Magnino. 

In the evening of this day Mr. Carmìchael 
paid his promised visit to William Bertram; 
whom he found better, and more able to talk, 
than might have been expected after the agi- 
tating interview of the aftemoon. Their con- 
versation was long and confidentìal, if possible, 
more than ever so. Warmly interested as of 
old^ in ali which concemed his friend, William 
drew from him an avowal of ali the doubts and 
perplexities which were now beginning to 
harass the minds of Edward Irving^s followers 
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in the Church of Scotland^ and listened to 
confidences on the subject which no ear but 
his own had ever before received. And years 
after that night^ the words of gentle sympathjr, 
and of high and holy counsel,. which fell from 
those Ups so soou to be silenced in the dust^ 
recurred to the heart of the hearer with a force 
even greaterthan they had carried at the time. 
It was the last conversation which they ever 
held together \ the last time on earth when the 
heart of the solitary clergyman was ever fuUy 
opened to another human being. Ere it ended^ 
William had placed a amali parcel in Mr. Car* 
micbaers hands^ and given him some directions 
concerning its delivery, which caused a spasm 
of anguish to contraete for a moment^ his cairn 
grave countenance ; but which^ in his wonted 
low and quiet voice, he gave him a solemn 
promise to observe. He too^ unequal to con*< 
versation with any one else after such an 
iuterview, and dreading, because he felt himself 
powerless to allay, the anguish of the parents 
and sister, left the apartment of his friend by 
the terrace-door, and paused for a few minutes 
ere proceeding on his homeward way, to lean 
over the parapet, and gaze down upon the 
lovely scene below. Never had he seen Kings- 
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connell in greater perfection of beauty,— the 
foliage richer^ the floi/^ers more luxuriant. 
The loveljr Pleasance spread beaeath bis eye, 
the lìght of sunset faded from ita bowers, and 
the crystal twilight beginning to be whitened 
by the beams of the moon, just rising over a 
dump of trees. His eye fell upon that spot ; 
and suddenlyi with the vividness ef lìghtning^ 
there started up in bis mind the reminiscence 
of a long«>distant day, when from that identica! 
place, he had looked on that same spot with 
William. The living form of bis friend seemed 
to rise before him, as in ali the vigour of hiti 
young manhood, he had beheld him standing 
there^ and pointing towards those trees. The 
very words he spoke returned. ''Will the 
Curse go on working? Shall you ever, I 
wonder, Carmichael, stand bere when that 
question has been answered, and remember 
the day I asked it?^' Answered? In the 
untimely grave of Hugh,— in the death-bed of 
William — the answer had indeed begun to be 
given. And wbere would it end ? — Mr. Car- 
michael groaned, covered bis eyes with bis 
band, as not enduring to look any longer on a 
place haunted by such a memory, then tumed 
away, and moved rapidly on. 
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Hereturned toKing^coanell on the etening 
of the foQowing dsty, and was admitted to sit 
fbr a short while by William, whom he found 
in bed, and totally ^unequal to conversatiou, 
bejrond a few whispered words. He had that 
forenoon received the Holy Communion from 
Mr. Malcolm; and had continued compara- 
tirely well until about an hour after that was 
over, when he had been seized with fainting,. 
in consequence of which the strictest quiet 
was enjoined by Dr. Chisholin. There appeared 
to Mr. Carmichael a change in his countenancei 
which filled him- with heart-sinking appre- 
heusions ; and he left him in deep depression 
of spirit, too painfuUy Verified on the next 
day. Walking over to Kingsconndl in the 
ftfternoon> he encountered at the head of the 
avenue a mounted groom^ who galloped past 
him as if life and death were on his speed. 
And so in truth they were. The front door 
stood open; alarm and confusion seemed to 
pervade the house; and Mr. Carmichael 
could not for some miftutes find any one to 
answer his enqniries; until, meeting Miss 
Margaret Bertram^s maid, an old family- 
servant, who burst into tears at the sight of 
him, he learned from her that Mr. Bertram 
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was hopelessljr ili. The same blood-vessel 
which he had before ruptured had again given 
way^ and a few hours would too probabljr 
terminate the scene ! 

This moumful news^ proclaimed by the 
baste in which Dr. Chisholm had been sum- 
moned^ was not long in spreading round the 
neighbourhood^ and excited the deepest sym-^ 
pathy and anxiety in ali who heard it« Late 
that night^ Helen Lockhart stood watching at 
the foot of the garden^ for the return of Lowry 
Mac Fyke, who had been sent over to Kings- 
connell on a messale of enquiry. Beatrice 
remaiued in the school-room to receive her 
sister^s report. She could not nerve herself to 
bear it from a servant. £ut it was nothing 
more decisive than that of a few. hours pre- 
viously. There was no material alteration. 
Mr. Bertram was stili alive, — perfectly con- 
scious, but unable to speak. Mr. Carmichael 
had remained at Kingsconnell ; and Dr. Chis- 
holm, after leaving on some indispensable visits 
for a couple of hours, had returned to pass the 
night there. 

It so bappened that on the following 
morning, owing to some cause connected with 
the domestic economy, no messenger could be 
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found to carry another euquiry -, and scarcely 
waiting till breakfast^ which neither of them 
could taste^ waa over, Beatrice and Helen re« 
solved to go through the wood« to the Nortb 
Lodge, a^d there ascertain what was the report 
from the mansion house. They dìd so, and 
leamed from the weeping gate-keeper *that 
things were much the same; on)y that the 
patìent was not expected to survire the day. 
The sisters were just turning from the door,^ 
in tears, when a post-chaise covered with dust, 
and drawn by four reeking horses, whom the 
post boys were urging on at fall gallop, — carne 
tearing foriously along the high road, and 
swept like a whirlwind in at the open gate- 
For one single instant, the face of Arthur 
Bertram, pale as a spectre, and straining a 
wild and eager gaze from the window, was 
visible to the eyes of Beatrice I At the un- 
expected apparition, he sank back in the 
carriage with a shuddering groan, and covered 
his face with his hands; and when he again 
looked up, the vehicle, rocking from side to 
side in its frantic speed, was nearly at the head 
of the avenue. Beatrice and Helen, the while^ 
stood gazing after it in silence ; then with an 
ejaculation from the lattar of ^' poor Ar- 
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thur I oh ! poor Arthur ! God help him ! '^ to 
which Beatrice responded by a low '^ Àmen ! *' 
-— they pursued their homeward path through 
the gunlight and shadow that chequered the 
woods; entered the school-room by the old 
familiar waj^ and sat down in silence there^ as 
if awaiting the next tidings. These were not 
long delayed. Between three and four o^ clock 
that afternoon, tidings reached the Grange 
that ali was over I And firom that time until 
the day of thd- funerale no one saw any thing 
of Mr. Carmichael^ who was nnderstood to be 
constantly at Kingsconnell^ and whose duty 
was taken by a young preacher from St. 
Michaers on the Sunday which intervened. 
Daring ali this time the sisters ne ver left the 
house to go beyond the garden; The long 
bright days passed in a species of trance to 
Beatrice. . Her spirit could scarcely be said to 
be present where her bodily frame abode. In 
fancy, the whole moumful scene in her im- 
mediate neighbourhood was for ever before her 
eyes, and that so vividly^ that she sometimes 
started when recalled to a sense of where she 
actually was. 

The day of the fonerai arrived; more 
bright^ more warm and beautiful than any o£ 
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its predecessors^ as if in mockery of the woe 
it was to witnessj and late in the afternoon 
Miss Orace sought her nieces in the school- 
room^ to retail to them^ with many tears, the 
account of the ceremonial which she had just 
received from Dr. Chisholm. The worthy 
doctor felt deep and unaffected grief for Wil- 
liam Bertram^ and it had been a comfort to 
bim to cali at the Grange and talk it over ; to 
teli of the long funeral train^ the concourse of 
people assembled in the churchyard^ attracted 
by the novelty of the Burial Service, read by 
Mr. Malcolra ; — the grief of ali who had known 
Mr. Bertram; — ^^the sorrow of the poor, to 
whom, through Mr. Carmichael^ he had been 
so munificent a benefactor, — ^the inconsolable 
distress of bis own servant, who had adored 
bis master. Sir Thomas, the doctor said^ had 
astonished every one by his composure; for 
at the time of Hugh's death he had been so 
completely broken down. "But there was 
another person/' added Miss Grace, " more to 
be pitied than any there." 

''Arthur !" exclaimed Helen. "Oh I what 
did you bear of bim, Aunt Grace ?" 

Miss Grace besitated. "Do teli us, dear 
Aunt Grace," said Beatrice, looking up. 
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"Well, dear, since you wish it. 1 wao 
afraid of giving you pain, Beatrice. Poor young 
man I He has been in a state of utter prostra- 
tion,the doctor says^ since his brother dìed; or^ 
else giving way to such bursts of grief and 
despair as are dreadful to bear. Mr. Carmi- 
chael bas been with him constantly. They did 
not expect that he would be ^ble to attend the 
funeral to-day. He — he spent the whoie of 
last night alone in his brother's room V Miss 
Grace paused to wipe away ber tears. 

" Dreadful l" sobbed Helen. " What,— ali 
alone V 

" Alone. He insisted upon it. But Hen- 
derson^ poor dear Mr. Bertram^s servante and 
Mr. Arthur^s own man, remained in the next 
room unknown to him. They really could not 
go to bed, they said. Henderson told the 
doctor he never would forget it to his dying 
day. He was nearly seuseless — perfectly wom 
out with the violence of his own distress, when 
they at last took courage to go in after day- 
light, and persuade him to leavethe room. No 
wonder I^^ 

" No wouder 1'^ reiterated Helen. " His 
last farewell to his brother. And such a 
brother 1'' 
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" And 80 nobody thought he would bave 
had self-command enough to go to the funeral. 
But he went, though he did not appear to the 
company beforehand. Ànything so ghastly 
l^dLe, so heart-strìcken^ (that was the doctor's 
own word) as bis look^ he says he never did 
behold. The nearest relations^ and those for 
whom there was room^ went into the vault ; the 
rest remaining outside : — but Mr. Arthur Un- 
gered long behind ali the others ; till at last 
Mr. Carmìchael went in to him. Then he 
carne out^ leaning on Mr. Carmichaers arm^ 
and he almost supported him to the carriage/' 

'' And oh ! the desolate return home ! the 
empty bed, — the empty room V' said. Beatrice. 
^^ How well I recoUect them ali ! One never 
really feels what death has taken away till 
then.^' 

It was evening. The shadows of twilight 
were stealing over the garden; and the sisters 
were again alone in the school-room, to which 
they had retreated after tea. Helen was read- 
ing near the window ; in which Beatrice, with 
a hook in ber lap, sat gazing out upon the 
clear obscure above, — the motionless trees, — 
the flowers, — the familiar garden-paths ; tear 
after tear the while, springing to ber eyes, and 
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slowly tricklingdown hercheeks. The silencewas 
suddenly interrupted by a low tap at the door. 
It opened, and Mr. Carmichael entered. Helen 
advanced ^to meet him with a -cordia]^ but 
silent greetÌDg. Seatrìce sank back in the 
chaìr.from which she had arìsen^ and her tears 
broke forth unrestrainedly. 

" My dear Miss Lockhart !" began he in a 
low and faltering voice^ as he took a seat beside 
her. " My dear Miss Lockhart !" Àgain he 
was obliged to pause. The emotion which he 
had that day snccessfully struggled against^ at 
the grave of his dearest friend^ had nearly 
gained the znastery now. There were many 
thoughts, many dreams^ many buried hopes^ 
connected with the sight of Beatrice ; and to 
witness her distress^ as he must witness it^ with 
the calmness of a spectator^ whilst he would 
have given worlds for the power of consoling 
it in a different character^ was a trial which had 
almost proved too much^ even for his fortitude. 

^^ Excuse me, Mr. Carmichael," at last said 
Seatrìce, looking up. '^I have no right to 
add to your sorrow in this way. I ought to 
recoUect ali that you have lost." 

" Yes," added Helen, in her gentle, soothing 
voice; '' Mr. Carmichael has had so much to 
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bear tbese last few dajs. It was very kind of 
you to come to us to-night^ Mr. Carmichael/' 

*' Very kind I unspeakably kind V said 
Beatrice. 

. ''Do not gay so/^ he replied. ''It is no 
effort to come bere. Besides^ I bave a message 
for you^ Miss Lockbart/^ Even tbrougb the 
deepening twiligbt, Mr. Carmichael could see 
tìae Budden paleness tbat overspread tbe coun- 
tenance of Beatrice at tbese words ; be could 
bear the breathless throbbing of ber heart; 
and he bastened to proceed. " I carne to dis- 
charge a commission given me by — by my de- 
parted friend,-— on oeeasion of tbe last con- 
¥ersation we ever bad together ; tbe evening 
of tbat day wben be bade you farewell. He 
then entrusted me with this, and desired me 
to give it you after bis funerale as tbe last token 
of an affection wbich you must stiil consider 
your's, althougb the grave bad come between 
you/' He placed in ber bands, at tbese words, 
a parcel sealed up in white paper. " It was," 
be added, " one of tbe tbings wbich he trea- 
sured most on earth ; and on tbat account be 
selected it as tbe fittest to recali bim to your 
memory/' 

In awe-strudL silence Beatrice undid tbe 

TOL. III. L 
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parcel. It contained the '^Christian Year'' 
which had belonged to Violet Sidney. On the 
fly-leaf^ beneath their iinited names^ these 
words vere traced, in a hand yet more feeble 
and unsteady than that with which Yiolet had 
wrìtten the name of William^ ere retuming 
the hook to him on her death-bed. 
''Beatrice Lockhabt^ 
The dyino gipt op her friend, William 

BeRTBAM. 'BeHOLD, I KNOW THAT YE. . . . 

SHALL SEE MY FACE NO MORE. ThEREFORE 
WATCH.^ 

AuGUST, 1829.'' 

There was a folded paper within the book> 
which was also insmbed with the initials 
W. B.j and the same date. It contained a 
lock of his hair, cut off, as Mr. Carmichael 
informed Beatrice, by his own hands. 

'' You were with him to the last, Mr. Car- 
michael V^ said Helen. 

"I was," he replied. ''He had made it 
his reqaest that I shotQd. They were ali with 
him, dnring that last night of his life. It was 
a privilege to witness so holy, so cairn, a death. 
There was no suffering, — only a slow^ graduai 
sinking. But the few words he uttered, and 
his every look, were full of peace, full of sweet- 
ness, and of tender consideration for those 
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around him. For himself ali vas faith and 
trust." 

" Do teli us/* said Helen,, " about bis 
poor, poor brother's arrivai ? Was he able to 
speak to him V 

''Once only," answered Mr, Carmichael. 
" Repeatedly, through the earlier part of the 
morning^ he had looked towards the door^ when 
it chanced to be opened ; and Miss Margaret 
fiertram whispéred to me that he had ali along 
calculated on the possibilitj of bis brother's 
arrìving about that perìod ; and had expressed 
to ber the most anxious wish — had it been the 
will of God^ — that he might be spared^ so as to 
see and converse wìth him before bis death. 
It pleased the Lord to grant one part of the 
wish only. Sir Thomas^ who was nearest the 
door of bis room^ was summoned out of it^ a 
little after ten o'clock ; and William, who had 
for some time lain in a species of stupor, with 
bis eyes half elosed, seemed suddenly to rouse 
himself at the incident. He looked up^ and 
tumed bis face towards the door^ with such an 
expression of intense expectation as I can 
hardly descrìbe. No one had power to speak^ 
almost to breathe^ durìng the few minutes 
that elapsed; when at length the door re- 

L 2 
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opened ^and Sir Thomas appeared, followed by 
Arthur/' 

" Poor, poor Arthur P' qaculated Heleu. 

" Yen" said Mr. Carmichael. " It is the 
Living, not the Djing^ who in such cases are 
to be commiserated. I haye séen much of 
sufiering^ but never in my life did I see^ — and 
may God forbid I should ever see agaìn — a 
countenance of such repressed anguish^ such 
despair, as Arthur's at that moment. Speak 
he could not. He knew that any agitation 
might be fatai to his brother^ and he had sufEl- 
cient self-command to eontroul himself. Wil- 
liam extended his arms, and he threw himself 
into them. I heard him say^ in the faìntest 
whisper^ ' My beloved Arthur V and these were 
the last words he ever uttered.^' 

"But he survived a short while after?'' said 
Helen, wiping away her tears. 

" He did. About two hours. So long as 
consciousness remained, his eyes continued 
fixed upon his brother ; his hand clasped in his* 
And Arthur leant upon his bed^ immoveable> — 
like a statue^-^— but for the deep gasping sobs 
which in spite of his utmost efforts^ firom time 
to time forced their way. Thus it was tiU ali 
vas over. And then ■ I cannot attempt to 
^escribe the scene." 
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*' Do not," said Helen. " We can imagine 
it." 

"You cannot/' he replied. "Pray that 
you never may/' 

"Poor Arthur!" again repeated Helen. 
** This wìll haunt him ali his life. It may 
cause a great change in him." 

** By the grace of God/' solemnly replied 
Mr. Carmiehael^ ^ ali great sorrows may do so. 
They are so intended. But they do not idways ; 
ieast of ali amongst those whose feelings under 
affliction are most violent at the timo. In 
youth^ we imagine that ali sorrows must be 
immortai, ali profound impressions lasting. But 
it is not so in reality." 

''And yet," said Beatrice, for the first time 
venturing to trust her voice, " there are some 
sorrows which never are, and never éan be for- 
gotten." 

" There are," he replied. " But even then, 
they retreat into the back-ground of life. They 
cease to influence its daily on-goings. There 
they are, but they He far beneath the outer- 
current. No, Miss Lockhart, advancing life 
teaches us no sadder lesson than the fact, that 
the stamp of change anddecay is on ali things 
here below,— -on our best and holiest feelings 
as well as our warmest affections. Ali earthly 
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fires require to be revivified by a hot coal from 
the Altar^ if we would not bave them consume 
in their own asbes. But now^ it is getting 
dark, and I must bid you good-nìght. May 
God bless you both/^ 

Mr. Carmichael retumed to his solitary 
home^ past the church-yard whose clay had 
that moming closed over the friend of his souL 
And that soul^ and He who created it^ alone 
knew the depths of desolation^ the anguiah of 
heaxt, with which in his midnight chamber, he 
sat that uight^ and called up past years in 
reyiew before him, and questioned of the dreary 
future what its course should be. Wilder 
thoughts too were with him in the watches of 
the night. His mind^ by nature inclined to 
the imaginative and the mystical, and haviug 
this bent fostered in the highest degree by the 
speculations in which the foUowers of Edward 
Irying so . largely indulged^ overstepped the 
boundaries of the grave in meditating on his 
departed friend. He endeavoured to picture 
to himself the present condition of the disem- 
bodied spirit, to conceive of it as stili cognisant 
of earthly things^ — as, perhaps, even in the 
world of rest, longing to be able to say ali that 
death had caused to be left unspoken. ''And 
oh 1'^ he exclaimed to himself, " if ever perfect 
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Rqppart existed on earth, between one soul 
aud another^ such was the case with bis and 
mine. Might but the wish of my heart be 
granted^ — ^might I but see my friend again^ 
might I but be able to fulfil bis last desires, 
Ood knows I should not shrink from the sight, 
the presenoe of him whom I so dearly loved. 
God knows how I long to behold him once 
more^ even as he now is/^ With clasped hands^ 
and bended knees, he uttered a prayer to this 
effect. And^ doubtless^ if ardent desires could 
bave availed to break down the partition^ — 
how slight we probably little imagine^ — which 
divides soni from senso, spirit from matter, the 
fervour of bis petitions might on this night 
haye sufficed to procure the boon he prayed for. 
But it is not thus^ — not upon those who long 
for such mysterious Communications^ that they 
are in general bestowed.. The mind which too 
rasbly desires to penetrate into the deep things 
of the Àlmighty, is not the one selected for such 
enlightenment ; and in bis case, fervently as 
he prayed, — " there was neither voice, nor any 
to answer, neither any that regarded/' 

Beatrice, the while, in ber chamber, was 
pouring out ber very soul in tears over the last 
gift of William Bertram. Nor did the singular 
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coincidence escape her, of this restoration of 
the same work of which she had felt it ber 
duty Yolantarìly to deprive herself . She tnmed 
over the pages of this second " Christian Year/' 
and as she noted the passages marked by the 
hands of Yiolet or of William, a bitter sense 
of contrast forced itself npon ber heart. " It 
is, indeed/' she said, " the living, not the dead, 
who are to be commiserated. Who would not 
rather die as Yiolet Sidney died, than live as I ' 
must do V 

But calmer, holier, better thoughts, came 
to ber in time from dwelling on this mute 
record of the Faithful Dead ; and never did she 
again join in one of the most beautiful and 
holy of prayers, tìiat for the Church Militant, 
without mentàlly connecting those two names 
with ber motber's in the thanksgiving, whose 
full depth of meaning it needs a sanctified 
sorrow to appreciate. "We also bless Thy 
holy name for ali Thy servanta departed this 
life in Thy faitk and fear/^ 
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CHAPTEft XII. 

' Should ' I let thee feed thy soul with gloom, 

And with slow anguUh wear mway thy life, 

The yictìm of m useleM eonstancy ì 

I must not see thee wretched." 

Coleridge. 



EXTAACTS FBOM ▲ LeTTEB TO Mb8. GeoROE 

SempilLj from Miss Muirheab. 

SempilUower, Feb. 20M, 1830. 
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I HARDLY think I bave any other news to 
give you^ dear child ; having told you ali the 
doings of the few neighbours whom we have 
left. We miss the two dear girls at the Grange, 
most sadly ; but for their own sakes we could 
not sufScìently rejoice in Mrs. Lockhart Cle- 
phane's inyiting them to stay with ber during 
the spring montbs. Walter was, as you may 
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believe^ enchanted at the invitation; though 
he swears they never wouid bave had one but 
for the circumstance of tbe remaining girl^ 
Johanna^ "happening," as be phrases it, "to 
bave acbieved tbe grand object of ali regulation- 
mammas and young ladies, matrìmony.'' Her 
wedding was a gay affair, and tbe girla seem to 
bave been out a good deal since tben. Walter 
says Helen is so much admired, tbat be cannot 
sufficiently applaud bis own prudence, in 
having secured ber last Cbristmas; and be 
rather tbinks Mrs. Clepbane owes bim a grudge 
for it. Tbis was in bis last letter; and you 
can^t tbink how tbe Laird laugbed and enjoyed 
tbe joke ! but tbe Major, wben my sister bad 
contrived to make him bear it, took it up 
qaite botly ; and declared tbat Mrs. Clepbane 
had a great deal of assurance to owe Walter 
a grudge for any such tbing. Helen was far 
too good and pretty, and too like Mrs. George, to 
be allowed to go out of tbe family ; and wbere 
wouId Mrs. Clepbane find any of the Edinburgh 
puppies good enough for her ? He ba^ been 
quite " short in the temper," as David Bryce 
calls it, ever since, and I believe is seriously 
afraid of some attempts being made on dear 
Helen^s constancy to Walter; but as I told 
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hinij he really need not fear that^ whea they 
had been in love with each other ever silice 
thej were ohildren bere togetber. And speak- 
ing of tbat^ dear^ perbaps Helea bas not told 
you tbat Walter haa just bad a bigbly satis* 
factory letter from Captain Lockbart, approving 
of tbe engagement? None of us could ever 
doubt tbat he would do so^ but stili it ia a great 
relief to ali our minds; and he concurs with 
Mrs. Walter, and tbe Laird, and Beginald, in 
wisbing tbe marriage to take place next 
autumu, say August or September, by whicb 
time he is suro to bave landed, and got bis 
Tessei paid off, and ali business over, so as to 
come down bere. We only bope tbat some- 
thing may occur to prevent bis lady accom- 
panying bim, for really, thougb it sounds ili- 
natured, ber presence would be no addition to 
our comfort I Tbey are a young couple, to be 
aure. Helen will not be twenty till September ; 
^nd Wat, dear fellow ! is not quite four years 
older; but for my part I bigbly approvo of 
early marriages, in cases like this, wbere there 
bas been such a long attachment ; and sucb a 
steady creature as Wat is tool Then, you 
see, bis poor dear father left bim pretty well 
off. Tbey will not bave less than six hundred 
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a year to begin with^ one way and anoth«r; 
and we hear that Wat is expected to do well 
at the bar. The; must live in Edinburgh, of 
conrse; but we sball bave them bere in tbe 
TacatioBS^ wben Mrs. Walter does not claìm 
tbeir company. And yet^ sometimes^ as my 
mister and I say to eacb otber^ oor bearts smite 
US for rejoicing so mucb in Hden^s coming 
amongst «s, wben we tbink of Beatrice being 
left ali alone ; as if we were selfisbly forgetting 
tbe cbange it wiU make to ber. To be snre^ 
you may say sbe will not be mucb alone ; not 
mucb at tbe Grange; but stili it does make 
a world of difference wben one of two sisters 
marries^ and sucb attacbed sisters ! In sbort^ 
we bave many sad tbougbts about Beatrice, 
poor dear I Sbe has lost favour witb Miss 
Alexander too^ over since ber refusai of that 
Mr. Sumner. And considering Arthur Ber- 
tram^s eonduct^ I must say he very little 
deserved that sbe should bave declined a good 
offer for the love of bim I It makes one sad, 
thougb, to see the change a few years bave 
made. Kìngsconnell again standing empty, 
after ali the gay doings that used to be there ; 
and the yacant gallery, Sunday after Sunday, 
wbere one can stili fancy one sees ali that fine 
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looking family, — ^that beautiful girl^ and those 

three elegant young men. Alas ! alas ! the 

flower of the flock is laid lov. And yet it was 

impossible to help liking Arthur Bertram. No 

wonder your poor dear niece did I He is 

stili abroad. He retumed to you know, 

very soon after his poor brother's death ; glad^ 

no doubt^ to run away £rom his sorrow^ as men 

do ; but we hear that he ia to be releasecl from 

his diplomatic engagements before Midsum- 

mer^ and to return to England for his marriage. 

His beautiful bride and her parents are at 

Milldenhanger. The Bertrams are only re- 

maining in England until the wedding is over; 

and then they mean to go abroad ; and I do 

not beliere that Arthur will be in any hurry 

to revisit this neighbourhood ; so there is no 

saying how long Kingsconnell may stand 

untenanted. I declare^ ali these things make 

one think the place is not canny. It is a great 

wonder to us ali that Miss Bertram does not 

marry. And that subject reminds me to teli 

you^ what I know you will be glad to hear, 

that my sister has promised Jessy Christie 

to Heien when she is married. She will be 

a perfect treasure to her, I am sure." * 
4c 4e « « -)fc 
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Some little time after the above letter 
reached Mrs. George Sempill^ she receiyed 
one from her eldest niece^ making mention of 
ber baving most unexpectedly encountered ber 
former lover, Mr. Sumner, at a ball in Edin- 
burgh; and of bis baving renewed tbeir ac- 
quaintance ; at first witb a considerable degree 
of stiffness and besitation; wbicb^ boweyer^ 
speedily gaye waj to bis old manner^ as tbe 
intimacy began to increase by imperceptible 
degrees. Beatrice could not deny tbat sbe felt 
glad to see bim again. Sbe bad always liked 
bim^ and found tbe attraction wbicb imagina- 
tive persons do find in sucb a deportment^ in 
bis cairn reserved gentleness. Sbe bad felt 
gratefìil for tbe preference wbicb she grieyed 
tbat sbe could not return; and bad greatljr 
missed bis society when he quitted St. Michaers. 
But the circumstance above ali otbers favour- 
able to a renewal of bis hopes^ was tbat of bis 
imago being associated in ber memory witb a 
sensation of pain and self-reproach, excited by 
Miss Yiolet^s accusations of ber baviug treated 
bim unfairly. To a disposition like ber's no 
surer method could bave been devised of 
fixing ber thoughts upon bim. Sbe bad 
questioned berself many times bow far ber 
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own abstraction and inadvertence at that 
period might have laid ber open to such a 
ckarge; and the idea gave a softness to ber 
manner on tbeir again coming in contact^ 
wbich it was impossible for him to interpret as 
any tbing bnt enconragement. 

On bis side, Edward Sumner bad, as Helen 
felt assured be would, entirely acquitted Bea- 
trice of anytbing so opposed to tbe transparent 
simplicity of ber cbaracter; and bad given 
full credit to ber explanation of ber feelings at 
tbe time of ber refusai. But be bad found it 
not so easy to forget ber; and baving ascer- 

tained from bis friends in sbire, tbat 

sbe was stili unmarried, bad delayed bis return 
to Italy in order to venture a second attempt. 
It was tbis wbicb bad brougbt bim to Edin- 
burgh ; and wbicb now led bim to obtain an 
introduction, — no difficult matter, — to tbe bos- 
pitable bouse of Mr. Lockbart Clepbane, wbere 
be soon became a frequent guest. It was impos- 
sible tbat Beatrice could a second time be blind 
to tbe motives of bis conduct; and at first, 
tbe idea of admitting bis addresses caused ber 
acute pain. But it was not easy to discourage 
tbem ; and to a disposition eminently alive to 
affection, and sensitive to its manifestations. 
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there ìb something so pleasing in the consci- 
ousness of being beloved^ that the attempt at 
repulsìng the attentions of a determined lover 
ÌB more difiEiciilt than can be conceived by those 
who are framed of stemer stuff. Edward 
Samner's attentions were cairn and quìet, lìke 
himself ; there was no passion in anything he 
did or said ; but he devoted himself to Bea- 
trice^ he watched her eye^ he anticipated her 
every wish^ until she learned first to expect to 
see him as a matter of course^ than to feel a 
blank when he did not come; and often to 
reflect^ with an aching heart^ upon the contrast 
between the loveless iife she mnst lead at the 
Grange after her sister shouid be gone^ — dwell- 
ing as she mast then do^ amongst the ghosts of 
departed joys, — and the pleasure^ — the sooth- 
ing sensation of being a first object to another 
human being; of feeling herself of conse- 
quence' to the happiness of another. It were 
long to dwell upon what may so easily be ima- 
gined^ the imperceptible degrees by which the 
consummation was reached. Suffice it to say 
that the second offer of Edward Sumner was 
not rejected. He made it with a knowledge 
of her previous attachment to another, which 
she herself had been the first to impart to 
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him; and he felt that he eould implicklj 
trust what she said^ when she assuFed him that 
although she never could agaìn feel as she had 
done to the object of her first affection, yet 
that she was certain of her own single-hearted 
desire to render him happy^ and of a degree of 
regard which every day's farther intercourse 
wonld tend to strengthen. With this assur- 
ance he professed himself satisfied. He was, 
as he told her, no enthusiast. Beatrice felt 
that he was not. He was very different from 
herself. Even as a lover, she instinctively 
knew that there was much in her mind with 
which his had no affinity ; and yet she sincerely* 
Hked him ; and looked, and felt, yery happy ; 
almost as happy as Mr. and Mrs. Lockhart 
Clephane, whose triumphant satisfaction in 
this third matrimoniai achievement, taking 
place under their own auspices, was great and 
unmingled. In Helen^s good match they felt 
that they had had no share ; and this consi- 
deration a good deal diminished their interest in 
it ; but both were persuaded. that Mr. Sumner 
would never bave mustered courage to come 
forward again^ had they not afforded him so 
much qidet and judicious encouragement ; and 
to bave married*oiF two daughters and one 
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niece in the space of a few years^ in a place so 
little celebrated for marrying and giving in 
marriage as Edinburgh, was certaiuly some- 
thing to be proud of ! 

'' It i8 such a nice connection l" said Mrs. 
Clephane, in a tone of cairn self-gratulation to 
one of her.particolar friend». " Mr. Sumner's 
family so pleased I Beatrice has had charming 
letters from bis mother, biis elder brother, and 
sisters ; and ber father writes in^ terms of the 
highest satisfaction of ber choice/^ 

''AndMr. Sumner is a yery nice person, 
voti say," responded the lady. " Is be band- 
some?'' 

''Wby, yes, ratber. You will be able to 
judge for yourself presently. He is very geu- 
tlemanly ; — straigbt features, — largo blue eyes, 
— grave and quiet, but with a very pleaaing 
smile ; certainly ratber bandsome tban otber- 
wise ; but a great contrast to Walter, who is 
full of life and glee." 

*'And may l'ask, what are your plans? 
Wben do the two marriages take place ? '' 

'^ As to that, the precise timo depends more 
upon my brother-in-law tban any one else. 
Every one seems to agree in wisbing them both 
to be ou the same day, and I think it cannot 
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be later than August ; for Mr. Samner must 
positìvely be in Italj before winter, and of 
conrse he wishes to introduce Beatrice to bis 
family before that^ and to spend some little 
time with them/' 

" In Italy ? They are to live there, tben ? " 

^'They are, at Genoa. It is the only 
drawback to the marriage> — ^the separation 
between the sisters, poor things ! Were it not 
for that, I am sure Beatrice would enjoy the 
idea of Italy as a residence. Mr. Sumner 
leayes Scotland in about a fortnight. He 
wishes to bave ali bis affairs arranged before 
he retoms, which he will probably not do 
until within a short time of bis marriage. We 
must set about ordering the trousseaux before 
the girls leave us.'^ 

" An arduous. undertaking 1 '' said the visi- 
tor with a smile; '^but you must bave con- 
siderable experience by this time.^^ 

Not long before the departure of Beatrice 
and Helen from Edinburgh, they received 
intelligence of an approaching event which 
fiUed them with the liveliest joy. This was no 
other than the intended return home of their 
beloved Aunt Helen, which she wrote to an- 
nounce to the family at Sempilltower. It was 
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howevcr, only to.be a temporary one. Pressing 
business required ber busband's presence in 
London ; besides wbicb^ he bad of late begun 
to feel bis bealtb sufPering from tbe warm 
climate^ and was glad of tbe opportunity of 
making a ebange. He expected to be at bome 
for balf a year^ perbaps longer ; and altbougb 
be could not be for any lengtb of time absent 
from London bimself^ be meant to leave Kis 
wife at SempiUtower, baving no bouse in town, 
and knowing bow mucb sbe won]d prefer it. 
Tbe latter was a savìng clause of Helen's own 
devising. Sbe yery well knew tbat to George, 
— ^no wbit altered from tbe George of old, — 
ber preferences eitber way were matter of su- 
preme indifference^ but tbis arrangement was tbe 
one wbicb best suited bim ; and tbeir arrivai in 
England, wbence tbey meant to proceed straigbt 
bome, was announced as lìkely to take place 
early in tbe montb of June. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

** The Kirk was decked at morning tide. 
The tapers glimmered fair ; 
The priest and bridegroom wait the bride 
And dame and knight are there." 

SiR Walter Scott. 



" The maid that lovely forni sunreyed ; 

Wistful she gazed, and knew ber not, 
But nature to ber beart conveyed 

A sudden thrill, a startling thought, 
A feeling many a year forgot, 

Now like a dream anew recurring, 
As if agaìn, in every vein, 

» 

Her mother's milk was stirrìng." 

SOUTHEY. 

It was a glorioas morning in the most beau- 
tiful of seasons^ the beginning of ''the leafy 
month of June -/' and the far-stretching woods^ 
brìght green meadows^ and bowery lanes^ 
surrounding the andent village church of 
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Milldenhanger, were in tbe very perfection 
of their early summer beauty; whilst the 
profusion of lovely wild flowers, in every variety 
of scent and hue^ enamelling the ground^ or 
twining among the hedge-rows, bore no traces 
of the spoiler^s hands, which from day-break had 
been engaged in thinning their nambers. It 
was scarcely possible to teli whence the village 
children had procured the profusion of blos- 
soms which they had wreathed into garlands of 
every conceivable form, suspended wherever 
a garland could find room. Since day-break 
too, the church bells had been ringing, — the 
band, in new liveries, parading the Street,— and 
ali the busy note of preparation which betokens 
a coming festival in full progress. Thè bustle 
continued to deepen and intensify as the hour 
for the solemnity approached; until at last 
the long, long, brillìant train of equipages 
was seen approaching by the winding road 
from the Great House, and drawing up at the 
church-yard gate. Loud and long continued 
were the acclamations that rent the air, as, 
preceded by the troop of white-frocked children 
strewing flowers before ber, the beautiful 
bride, leaning on hcr fcither's arm, advanced 
up the path-way — and disappeared, like a vision 
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of something more than mortai^ beneath the 
dark Norman arch of the church door. And 
when^ attended by her band of eight high- 
born bridesmaids^ amongst whom the beauty 
of Emily Bertram shone. conspicuons^ she stood 
before the aitar in the ancient chancel^ sur- 
rounded by the stately tombs òf her fore- 
fathers,— from the cross-legged effigy of Sir 
Joscelyn de la Mont-Joie^ who died in harness 
on the field of Acre, down to the monumentai 
marble which recorded the no less glorioùs 
death of Rupert Adair, Viscount Mountjoye, 
on Marston Moor ; — and the more ornate^ but 
lesspicturesque^memorials of bis descendants, — 
the land might bave been challenged through- 
out its length and breadth to produce a couple 
more worthy of the scene than herself and her 
bridegroom. Many were the admiring eyes, 
the almost envying glances^ bent upon them 
from the gay throng which crowded the church, 
and the humbler spectators beyond ; but there 
was one eye alone amongst them ali which 
penetrated beneath the brilliant outward show. 
Óne keen observer alone noticed the deathly 
paleness which overspread the countenance, — 
nòt of the bride, but of the bridegroom, — the 
contraction of bis • noblé features, as if from 
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some sharp and sudden pain^ at the utterance 

of the solemn words I, Arthur, take 

thee, Maiy Adeline, to be my wedded wife 

/' and the trembling, controlied by the 

utmost effort alone, which threatened to shake 
him &om head to foot, as he placed the ring 
upon the exquisite band extended to him. 
Mr. Ingram said nothing on the snbject of 
his observations, even to Lady Lucy Greville ; 
but they did not the less indelibly remain in 
his memory. The serrice, meanwhile, pro- 
ceeded, and carne to a conclusione — the words 
of blessing were pronounced, — the salute ex- 
changed, the names sìgned in the vestry ; and 
surrounded by happy faces and gratulating 
smiles, Mary Adelino Adair and Arthur Ber- 
tram left the church as man and wife, united 
— " for better, for worse, — till death them do 
part." 

This day was celebrated by many rejoicings 
at Kingsconnell, as became the wedding of 
the heir ; and the hearts of the very poorest 
on the «state were made sharers in the general 
gladness. About a week before the marriage 
Mr. Carmichael had received a letter from 
Arthur BertiFam, enclosing a munificent order 
on the bank, and containing a few lines, 
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wrìtten^ as ìt appeared to his correspondent^ 
in any thìng but the ovcrflowing spirita of a 
bridegroom^ requesting him to apply this oifer- 
ing at his owa discretion in assisting the poor 
of his parish ; and to desire the recipients to 
consider it, not as eonnected with the writer, 
but as a tribute to the memorv of him who 
would one day bave been their master had he 
lived, and who would bave better fulfilled the 
diities of that position thaa ever his successor 
could hope to do. It was understood that 
each of the clergymen in the other parishes 
which numbered Sir Thomas Bertram amongst 
their heritors, had reeeived a donation from 
the same quarter^ on a similar scale of liber- 
ality. 

In spite of ali the changes which had 
taken place^ Miss Graee Lockhart could not 
refrain^ on this day^ from directing an oc- 
casionai anxious glance at the countenance 
of ber eldest niece ; Beatrice and Helen having 
only a few days before arrived at the Grange, 
under the escort of their uncle, who promised 
to return for the doublé wedding in August. 
But the eye of the affectionate, though mis- 
judging spinster wàs unable to detect any 
expression of emotion beyond what ought to 

VOL. III. M 
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have been there ; and she felt emboldened by 
ibis satisfaction to ber own mind, tó forgire 
herself more fully tban sbe bad ever been able 
to do since tbe news of Artbur's intended 
marriage reacbed ber^ for ber own sbare in 
tbe trials wbìeb Beatrice bad undergone. 

Tbe latter, meanwbile^ bad ber own store 
of sad thougbts and retrospections on tbis 
festive day. Sbe bad otberwise been more 
tban woman ; but none of tbem^ sbe tbankfully 
felt^ were sucb as conld be deemed unfitting 
ber own or Artbur's altered circumstances. 
Ali reminiseences of bim as be bad once been 
to ber sbe bad long been sedulous to banisb ; 
and it was in perfect purity of feeling^ tbongb 
witb tears whicb wouid not be repressed, tbat 
kneeling in prayer tbat night^ sbe poured 
fortb a long and earnest supplication for bles- 
sings, temporal and eternai, for grace and 
guidance, on bis bebalf and tbat of tbe partner 
of bis future lot; and mingled witb tbem a 
fervent prayer tbat ber own feet migbt be led 
aright on tbe new patb whicb sbe berself was 
about to enter. 

Late on tbat evening, tbe sisters bad re- 
ceived a note from Mrs. Sempill, requesting 
tbat tbey would botb come up to breakfast 



KING8C0NNELL, 243 

next day at Sempilltower; and this engagement 
called tbem forth in ali the glory and freshness 
of the beautiful sumtner morning^ to traverse 
the woodland patbs with hearts full of glad 
antieipation ; for any day might now bring Mr. 
and Mrs. George Sempill, and they hoped 
to bear of the receipt of some letter announcing 
tbeir approacb. Arrived at the bouse^ — tbey 
met Captain Sempill at the foot of the turret 
stair-case. 

" Good morning, fair ladies ! '' he gaily 
exclaimed. " You deserve great credit for your 
punctuality. Now what reward do you tbink 
you are going to bave for tbis early rising ? " 

" Something very fine, I am sure, by your 
looks, Captain Sempill/^ said Beatrice. 

"Well, well, go in and see. I wonder 
what reminds me just now. Beatrice, of a 
certain morning, long, long ago, wben you 
rose very early to come over bere. Do you 
recoUect it ? '' 

" You bave news from Aunt Helen, Captain 
Sempill ! *' exclaimed Beatrice. " I know you 
bave, I read it in your eyes. Teli us — pray 
tei us!'* 

''I didn't know my eyes bad possessed 
such powers of expression," said he laugbing. 

m2 
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"Well, run up to the drawing-room, and 
you'll bear the news there. Come, Helen, 
Heien, you shan't pass toU-free, you little 
witch. Giye yoor old anele a kiss for the 
good tidings/^ 

"A dozen, uncle Rcginald/' said Helen, 
flingìng her arms round bis neck, '^ though 
you have told us none after all/^ 

"You forget that my eyes have, you 
monkey. There, — fly away after Beatrice." 

Helen required no second bidding. She 
rau lightly up the turret stairs after her sister, 
who was a few paces in advance of her. Bea- 
trice opened the drawing-room door. There 
was only one person within, a lady, who 
turning from the window which commanded 
the court-yard, advanced a step, and extended 
her arms. For a single instant Beatrice stood 
motionless, — unable to utter a sound, — a 
strange thrill running through ber heart and 
frame ; then with a cry of ecstasy, she sprang 
forward, and Helen just then entering the 
room, both sisters were in anotber moment 
clasped in the arms of their aunt, — sobbing, 
smiling, — speecbless, from the very excess of 
emotion. 

Mr. and Mrs. George Sempill had arrived 
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the previous night^ a day before the letter 
^hich should have heralded theìr approach; 
and tbis delightful surprise had incontinently 
been concerted for the two girls, between 
Captain Sempill and bis mother, who had 
solemnly sworn to secrecy on the subject, the 
messenger who carried the invitatioa to break- 
fast. A happier party than that which partook 
of the meal together on the present occasion 
couid scarcely be conceived. The good old 
Laird and Lady looked as ìf they had taken a 
new lease of life; Aunt Penny's benevoleut 
face was like an Aprii day of blended rain and 
sunshine; Captain Sempill^s spirits were ab- 
solutely extravagant; and even George, stili 
the erect, stately George of former days, though 
looking now a much older man than bis 
brother, was moved to a considerable mani- 
festation of human feeling on finding himself 
once more beneath the ancient family-roof ; 
and won by their lovely faces and attractive 
manners to display a tolerable amount of in- 
terest in bis wife's nieces. But ali the aggre- 
gate amount of felicity displayed at table that 
day fell far short of the Major's. The old 
gentleman was radiant, refulgent with delight. 
With bis first love, Mrs. George, stili a beau- 
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tifili woman^ seated by him on the side at 
which it was stili practicable to make him 
bear;' and bis seconda the futare Mrs. Walter, 
on the other, bis happiness was complete; and 
found a mirror in the beaming face of David 
Bryce; wbo, with bis brethren in office, the 
Chalmerses, father and son, and Baigie Mathe- 
son, now a stout and strapping young man, 
refiected the joy which lighted up every conn* 
tenance, and extended itself to every domestic 
in the house. 

Swiftly, only too swiftly, flew away the 
succeedìng weeks of that beautiful summer. 
Helen Sempill felt as if sbe could never make 
enougb use of this brief re-union with ber 
beloved nieces; neyer be enougb with tbose 
creatures who were so soon again to pass away 
from ber path of life. Helen sbe might bope 
to see often in after times ; but Beatrice was 
about to quit tbem ali — to be removed entirely 
from the scenes and friends of ber girlbood. 
But ber regrets, on this point, sbe forbore to 
utter to tbeir object. Beatrice and sbe had 
an ampie supply of topics for discussion. Ali 
the eventful bistory of the last ten years, — ali 
the thousand details, present to the mind of 
the former as thougb they had occurred but 
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yesterday^ of the last months of ber mother's 
existence, ali the saccession of events which 
had influenced her own and Helen's inner life 
since then^ — these afforded never-failing mattar 
of discourse between them^ as they slowly 
paced the turfen alleya of the old-fashioned 
garden at Sempilltower^ or sat beneath ita 
wìde sweeping trees,— or wandered in the 
woods of the Grange, where every step re- 
called to Helen the voice and the angel face 
of her with whom her last earthly intercourse 
had there been held. The younger Helen was 
frequently, but not always, the companion of 
their walks, for whenever Walter discoveredi 
as he constantly did, a pretext for coming out 
to Sempilltower, before the summer recess had 
legitimately released him, her company was of 
coarse claimed by him. Her sweet^ happy, 
unaelfish, and loving nature daily rendered her 
more dear to her aunt ; but the latter felt, as 
her departed sister had said, that the interest 
inspired by Helen was untinctured by the 
anxiety inseparable from a contemplation of 
the future lot of Beatrice. Helen was a 
creature made for sunshine, — ^prosperous love 
and cairn domestic joys; such as a merciful 
Providence appeared to bave appointed for her; 
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but the loftier and deeper heart of Beatrice, 
her greater amount of gìfts^ and consequeutly 
greater liability to error and temptation, reu- 
dered it ioipossìble^ in the usuai course of 
God^s dealings with his creatures, to anticipate 
an unclouded path for her. There appeared to 
Helen Sempill a strange and striking resem- 
blance, which often recalled to her mtnd the 
unconscious prophecy of her sister^ — between 
her own early history and that of Beatrice^ 
as there undoubtedly wasj in many respects, 
between their characters; and none knew 
better than she did, by how long and severe a 
process the proud heart and rebellious will are 
bent and trained to submission. None could 
so weU have told as she could bave done, the 
agony of the struggle^ when one by one, the 
band of the All-wise Iconoclast breaks or re- 
moves our idols. Her own struggle for sub- 
mission was not yet over. It was often^ even 
daily^ renewed^ as she obtained a deeper in- 
sight into the nature of the disadvantages 
which had surrounded her nieces^ — and their 
fatai consequences to the happiness of Beatrice 
and reflected how differently she would, had 
she been permitted^ have ordered matters for 
her. Now it was ali too late. The die was 
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cast ; and she had nothing for it — oh I the 
depths of uubelief^ betrayed in that common 
phrasel — nothing for it, — ^but the one only 
thing that any of us can infallibly do weU for 
each other, — to commit the object of such 
anxious affection in humble and earnest prayer 
to God. 

Meanwhile, the warm matemal sympathy, 
and the wise and womanly counsels of her 
aunt, were of incalculable benefit to Beatrice. 
Their soothing influence extended far over the 
future of her days. By imperceptible degrees, 
they opened np new views of life, ita duties, 
and its responsibilities, before her eyes, — ^led 
her to reflect more seriously, and pray more 
earnestly, over the new task she was nnder- 
taking^ to expect less^ and to be more resigned 
to the prospect of those disappointments which 
must infallibly occur to ali. But stili, as week 
after week of the numbered days glided on, as 
the period approached which was to place a 
gulph for her, between her past and her future 
life, it were vain to attempt describing how 
her profoundly sensitive heart clung, day by 
day more tenaciously, to ali which she was 
so soon to quit, — to every inanimate object 
connected with her bye-gone existence, to 

m3 
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erery human being with whom she had lived 
in contact ; but beyond and above all^ to ber 
lovely and loving sister. It frequently ap- 
peared to ber tbat ìf she could have pictured 
to herself what the pangs of separation would 
be^ she never could bave had courage to agree 
to the marrìage which involved them. The 
least agreeable of ali with whom ber life had 
passed^ &om her Aunt Willie down to Miss 
Menie Mark herself^ shone in softened colours 
as the hoar of leaving them approached; — 
what then was the pain of anticipating the 
time wben she should no more see Mr. Car- 
michael^ — the kind-hearted family of Sempill- 
tower^ — or her poor Aunt Grace, who had loved 
her so well, if not so wisely? What was the 
anguish of looking forward to a new parting 
with her aunt Helen^ so long before the time 
wben tbat must otherwise have taken place, — 
what the bitter grief of leaving Walter and 
Helen ? But these regrets were now too late, 
.thougb that consideration did not diminish 
their acuteness. 

AH things, the while, hurried rapidly on 
towards the conclusion. Captain Lockhart had 
announced bis intention of arriving at the 
Grange about a week before the wedding; and 



KINOSCONNBLL. 251 

to the intense relief of ali concerned, himself 
not excepted^ bis lady^ who had at first threat- 
ened to accompany him, now altered ber mind, 
on plea of delicate health^ and decided to 
remain at home. Mr. and Mrs. Lockhart 
Clephane were also expected at their mother's 
house ; and there too Mr. Sumner was to take 
up his abode when he carne to Scotland^ which 
he inteuded to do a fortnight before the period 
fixed for the marriage. Minor arrangements 
too carne under discussione and were amicably 
settled. Miss Yiolet Alexander, whose keen 
satisfaction with both matches, and full for- 
giyeness of Beatrìce^s past misdemeanours, dis- 
played tbemselves in the number and vaine 
of the presents which she bestowed upon the 
brides, had made a point of the doublé wedding 
taking place in Church, as those of their mother 
and aunt had dohe ; and to this no one, save 
Miss Willie, ventured any objection, It was 
farther arranged, therefore, that the whole 
wedding party should afterwards repair to ber 
house, there to partake of a déjeuner after the 
ceremony. Thence both couples were to set 
off, without returning to the Grange, — at 
which house a grand dinner party would take 
place that same evening. Beatrice and ber 
sister expected to meet in London^ previous to 
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her departnre for Italy with her husband > but 
ber parting &om home was to be final. Mr. 
Sumner and sbe^ after visiting tbe Cumber- 
land lakes^ had arranged to go straigbt on to 

the house of bis elder brotber, in shire, 

tod then to reside with bis mother, at her villa 
at Twickenham^ until the time arrived for tbem 
to qoit England. Tbe day which made Bea- 
trice a bride^ was to terminate ber connec- 
tion with the scenes and tbe friends of ber 
youth. 

One of tbe latter sbe had seen but seldom 
since ber return from Edinburgh. Mr. Car- 
micbael had as much as he could^ without at- 
tracting observation^ avoided meeting ber; or 
wben they did encounter each otber at Sem- 
pilltower^ shunned any approach to particular 
conversation ; and this^ in tbe joyous bustle 
which pervaded that establishment^ he found it 
no difficult matter to do. But while sbe re- 
gretted tbis deeply^ and felt a blank in tbe 
absence of their old familiar intercourse^ Bea- 
trice attributed tbe change to bis recoUection 
of former circumstances of her life^and bis dread 
of awakening painful memories in her; and there 
was no one else at ali more clear-sigbted^ save 
Mrs. George Sempill. Sbe with a woman's 
intuition in such matterà^ had suspicions on 
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the subjectj but these she religiously kept to 
herself^ respecting the secret of auother^ so 
honourably concealed^ and of whìch she had bjr 
accident alone obtained possession. 

It was the night before the Lockhart Cle- 
phanes and Edward Sumner were expected at 
the Grange ; her last^ as Beatrice felt it^ of 
unrestricted freedom ; and with whatever real 
gladness she looked forward to her lover's 
coming^ natnres less loving and less imagi- 
native than her's^ well know the pang attend- 
ant on that word^ — the last. She and Helen 
had spent the day at Sempilltower, and 
tempted by the splendour of a moonlight nearly 
as warm as ^'sunlight sheathed/' they had 
walked home through the woods^ escorted by 
Captain Sempill^ Walter^ and their Aunt 
Helen^ who would not be left behind. A 
happy party they had been; and long had 
they lingered in pleasant talk upon the terrace^ 
where they were joined by Miss Grace ; who, 
the old lady and Miss Wiliie having gone to 
bed, was sitting up for her nieces over '* Mel- 
moth the Wanderer." Beatrice and Helen, 
when they had finally bid adieu to their friends, 
remained for a considerable time in the parlour 
with her, talking over the da/s proceedings. 
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Then she and Helen retired to their rooms ; 
but Beatrice^ promisìng yery soon to foUow ber 
sister^ tiimed off at tbe bottom of the stair, 
and proceeded alone to the old school-room. 
She experìenced an irresistìble longing to be 
for a little while by herself. Thia night was 
the last of many things^ — the last of the old 
Orango days. With the following one^ wonld 
begìn the ^' company life^^ of that primitive 
abode ; a different and an unnsual phase in its 
existence. The present closed for eirer^ so far 
as Beatrice and Helen were concemed, its 
every-day parloor^ and its homely fashions; 
and even these^ repulsive as they had always 
been^ now appeared invested witb the magic 
halo of association^ and could not be seen to 
terminate without pain. Beatrice closed the 
school-room door^ — set down ber candle^-^and 
walking to the window^ unbarred the shutters, 
and looked out into the moonlit garden. 
There she remained for a long^ long wbile^ 
wave after wave of thought and memory roU» 
ing over ber passive spirit. Her feelings had 
that day been keenly touched by the receipt 
of a present from Miss Margaret Bertram, a 
splendidly-bound Bible and Prayer-book^ ac- 
companied by a few lines^ written by the ex- 
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cellent old lady^ to whom Beatrice and Helen 
had been Constant and ever-welcome visitors 
doring their residence in Edinburgh. Thej 
contained a solemn and affectionate farewell, 
and prayed for a blessing upon ber future 
course; and sbe bad read tbem witb many 
tears. Tbe parcel bad been left in tbe scbool- 
room, wbicb bad become tbe repository of 
many articles of a similar nature^ as tbey bad 
arriyed for botb tbe sisters; and Beatrice, 
rousing berself at last from ber trance of me- 
ditation, approacbed tbe table for tbe purpose 
of looking again at its contents, and at tbeir 
duplicates addressed to Helen. As sbe did so, 
ber eye was caugbt by a largo unopened pack- 
age of booksj wbicb appeared to baxe been 
brougbt in wben sbe was out. Upon it lay a 
note^ in tbe well-known band-writting of Mr. 
Carmicbael. Sbe bastily opened and read it. 
It was a short one^ requesting ber acceptance 
of the Works of an author who had^ tbe writer 
knew^ long been a favourite of ber^s,,and who 
had afforded tbem both mattar for many a dis- 
cussion wbicb he never could forget^ in days 
now gone by for ever. He trusted that their 
perusal might sometimes recali to ber memory 
a friend who in ali probability might never see 
ber again ; but who would cease to remember 
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ber onìj with life itsel^ and whose most feirent 
prajren woiild daily and nightly arise on her 
behalf to the Thnme of the Almighty. He 
conld bare wìshed^ he said, to hare taken leave 
of her in person^ bnt he was called firom home* 
by business^ which wonld detain him nntìl 
after her departure, and, perbaps, for the sake 
of bis own fortìtude, it was as well to avoid the 
trial. He conld only, in oonclosion, pray that 
every blessìng might attend her ; and that, if 
no more on this side the grarej yet on the 
otber, they might be permitted to meet and to 
renew their friendship, where there was neither 
change nor decay, and where the word he was 
now compelled with such pain to write, wonld 

be a sound unknown Parewell ! 

With a trembling hand Beatrice untied the 
parcel. It contaìned the eotire works, prose 
and poetry, of Coleridge; and on the first 
volarne was inscribed — 

'^ Beatrice Lockhabt, 
With the most febyent oood wishes of 
HEK friend, John Cabmichasl. 

IST ThESSALONIANS, CHAPTER II., VERSE 8/' 

Sbe took up the Bible that lay beside 
her, — looked for the text referred to, — re-read 
the note, and biirst into an agony of tears. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

'* If yoa were cWil, andknew oourteiy, 
You would not do me thus inuoh iojurj. 
If you were men, as men you are in show, 
You would not use a gentle lady so." 

MlDSUMMER NtOHT'S DrBAM. 

" So sehen wiz uns wieder !" 

Schiller. 

The latter end of a loyely month of October 
found Edward and Beatrice Sumner in Bome^ 
where they had resolved to spend a couple of 
months^ ere proceeding to their future residence 
at Genoa. They had crossed direct &om Mar- 
seilles to Civita Vecchia^ so that Beatrice^s 
first introduction to the land which was 
destined to be her home^ took place at the 
mighty feet of the ''Ione mother of dead 
empires/^ and ali the poetry and enthusiasm' 
of her soni seemed to expand into new life 
under the inspiring influences which now sur- 
rounded her. Much of these she found it ne- 
cessary to keep to herself^ and seek a safety- 
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Tftlye in her lettera to Helen and to Mrs. George 
Sempill ; for her husband^ like many persona of 
a cairn and passionless temperamenti had rather 
a dread of enthusiasm, as Beatrice had not 
failed to diacover^ even before their marriage ; 
but he waa pleaaed to see her enjoy heraelf ao 
thoroughly^ and unaifectedly anxious in e very way 
to promote her enjoyment ; and without feeling 
the poetry of Bome^ he had sufficient talent 
and intelligence^ combined with previoua know- 
ledge of the localities, to be an excellent 
cicerone. 

It so happened, when abont half their time 
had elapaed^ that on a certain evening of moon- 
light^ such aa ia undreamed of in a northem 
climate^ and of remarkable w armth and mild- 
neaa^ for the seaaon^ a party had been formed 
amongat acme Engliah frienda of Mr. Sumner'a 
for viaiting the Colosseum ; and an invitation 
to join them had been accepted for himaelf and 
hia wife^ to the delight of the latter^ who had aa 
yet only aeen that glorious monument of anti- 
quity under the eye of day. But Beatrice, 
when the hour arrived^ found heraelf compelled 
to proceed to the place of rendezvoua without 
her huaband, whom a violent headache forced 
to remain at home, although he would not bear 
of her breaking her engagement on hia account. 
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The party she accompanied consisted of several 
persona ; and on arriving within the area of the 
Colosseum, they aoon discovered that they were 
not its only visitors. More than one group of 
strangcrs^ with their guides^ appeared to be en- 
gaged in the satne pursuìt ; and in the midst 
of her intense enjoyment of the hour and the 
scene^ Beatrice coald not quite help a longing 
wish that she could have escaped so many 
Yoices^ — so much talking, — ^and have sought 
this time-hallowed spot alone^ or in company 
with some one congenial spirit, with whom to 
enjoy it in comparative silence. 

She was making the round of the galleries 
along with her party, and the gentleman who 
escorted her having been suddenly called back 
by one of the other ladies to adjust some 
trifling difficulty, which occasioned a little 
delay, Beatrice, nnsuspicious of danger, walked 
on in advance, and paused at last, just where a 
full flood of glorious moonlight poured in 
through one of the broken arches. She was 
standing, absorbed in a dream of the past, and 
only conscious that the sound of voices was 
drawing near her, but not listening to them, 
taking it for granted they were those of the 
friends who were foUowing her; till she was 
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Buddenly and disagreeably startled byaburstof 
loud, reckless laughter, and beheld a party 
of four or five gentlemen^ who carne rosbing 
tumultuouslv towards where sbe was. from tbe 
opposite direction to that whence sbe had 
come. Englisb they evidently were, by tbeir 
▼oices; and as evidently excited^ to use the 
mildest term^ by wine. Beatrice had been long 
enough in Rome to know something of the 
scandal which ber conntrymen abroad too often 
bring, by their conduct^ upon the very name of 
their nation ; apparently conceiving themselyes 
emancipated^ by the fact of being on the Con- 
tinente from the restraints which decency would 
impose upon them at home. She was angry 
with herself for ber imprudence^ and tuming 
round^ attempted to steal back to join ber party 
under cover of the deep shadows of the walls ; 
but a shout from oue of the gentlemen at that 
instant proclaimed that she was seen ; and in 
another she was surrounded. It was a most 
unpleasant situation ; for it was manifest that 
not one of the party was sufficiently in bis 
senses to heed any appeal to bis feelings of pro- 
priety ; and terrified for the consequences of a 
collision between them and the male friends 
who must even now be looking for her^ Beatrice 
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drew down her veil^ and in a low voice re- 
quested leave to pass. The onlj answer she 
received was a burst of insolent laughter; and 
from behind the group another gentleman 
at that moment advaneing^ — with an exclama- 
tion of " What have we here?'^ approached and 
attempted to pass his arm round her waist. 
The voice, the form, sent a thrill of grief, 
of shame, of anguish — to the very heart of 
Beatrice, and with the impulse of uncontrollable 
emotion, she flung back her yeil, the moonlight 
pouring full upon her countenance. 

** Arthur P' she uttered in a low and 
trembling voice. " Oh I is it thus we meet ?" 

The person she addressed, dropping his 
outstretched arm, staggered backwards as if 
he had been shot, and would have fallen to the 
ground, but for the support of the wall, against 
which he remained leaning, his hands clasped 
over his eyes. His companions, in alarm and 
confusion, crowded round him ; while Beatrice, 
scarce conscious of what she had said, her 
heart throbbing as if it would burst, and 
her brain whirling round, fled back to her 
party, whom she met approaching in search of 
her ; for this scene, which has taken so i^any 
words to narrate, was the transaction of a very 
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few miniites only. Her ntmost self-cominand 
was barely snflScìeiit to enable her to control 
the hysteiical emotìon which threatened to 
saffocate her, and to aToid betraying the shock 
she had receiTed ; bat it was a matter of too 
imperative necessity not to be done, at what- 
erer cost ; and she only attrìbated the nervons 
trembling which she conld not hide, to her 
dread of haTÌng, throngh her own inadyertence, 
mistaken her way, and missed her firiends. 
They passed, as they proceeded, the gronp of 
discomfitted reyellers, who were standing, in ali 
the tronble and perplexity of half-sobered 
thought, around their apparently nnconscions 
companion. 

'^ What the dence is to do now ?" whìspered 
one. 

'^There^s been some infamai misttike. Ali 
your fault, Wyndham/* replied another. 

" Mine ? I like that ! But what shall we 
do with him ?" 

" How are yon, Bertram V said the yonngest 
and least ìntoxicated of the party, bending over 
him. " Will yen take my arm, and we'U get 
out of this place as fast as we can/' 

Ile repeated bis qnestion twice ere he 
obtained any answer. At last Arthur Bertram, 
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withdrawÌDg his hands, and looking aronnd 
with a bewildered air^ disclosed a countenaiice 
80 ghastly pale^ and stamped with snch an ex- 
pression of agony^ as terrified the youth beside 
him. 

''I am afraid you are very ili, Bertram,'' 
said he. *' Do you think you can get on with 
my arm, or shall I V* 

"No, — I am quite well, thank you. Fané," 
he replied, struggling to recoUect himself; "it 
is nothing at all/^ He accepted the arm held 
out to him, and the party moved on, in a 
somewhat subdued mood. 

Beatrice Sumner never mentioued this en- 
counter to any human being, — not even to her 
sister. It was an incident too bitterly fraught 
with the most painful of sensations, disappoint- 
ment in one whom we bave fondly and ad- 
miringly loved, — to be recalled with any emo- 
tion but horror, or spoken of, save in her 
prayers. Nor did she ever again see Arthur, 
during the remainder of her stay in Rome. One 
day, when she was driving out along with the 
English friends already mentioned, they met a 
party on horseback, consisting of three ladies, 
evidently their countrywomen, attended by 
several gentlemen. One of the ladies, as she 
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passed tlie carriage, tmned the Icnreliest tace 
imaginable npon them; and Beatrice felt a 
ttrange painfìil thrill of recognition dait ihroiigh 
her^ ere she heard what one of her companioiis 
said* 

'^That ìb tlie beautìfol brid^ the Hon. 
Mn. Bertram. A great heiress. She waa — 
etc.*' Here foUowed a chapter from the 
Peerage, à la mode Anglaise. ''They are 
spending the wìnter here, and she is tnming 
the heads of ali the men in Bome/' 

'^ And where is her hnsband ali the time f " 
asked another of the party. 

^* Whj, he is doing the sanie good office for 
the women. He is a regalar lady-killer, they 
say/^ 

*' A very dissipated young man '/' added a 
third speaker. 

" May be so/' said the first ; '^ but he has 
not been fortunate in his choice. She is a 
beautiful creature, the very thing to bave for a 
mistress, — to follow, and worship, and so forth ; 
but not the stuff to make a wife of, take my 
word for ìt," 

Every word of this conversation gave an 
additional pang to Beatrice; and more than 
once afterwards she was the auditress of similar 



KINGSCONNELL. 265 

sentiments expressed with regard to ber former 
lover, and the fate which he had brought upon 
himself. But neither he nor his bride crossed 
ber patb again ; and ber removal from Bome 
was sbortly foUowed by immersion in a new 
state of existence^ which will best be described 
in ber own words. 



EXT&ACTS FROM THE LETTERS OF BEATRICE 

TO HER SISTER. 

Casa V , Strada Nuova, 

Genoa. 

I wisb^ my Helen^ I could give you some 
idea of the pieturesque beauty of this quaint 
city — "Genoa la Superba," — rising from its 
lovely bay ; which is in itself — oh ! so beau- 
tiful! sparkling in the sunlight, and covered 
with its tiny skijSs, whose graceful lateen sails 
give them the appearance of large white birds 
floating lightly on the water. It is scarcely 
possible to convey in words any conception of 
the pieturesque eflfect of the town, as you first 
behold it from the bay, crowding round the 
molf s and jetties of the harbour, with its forest 
of masts; then asceuding the heights, varied 
by its graceful hanging gardens, its spires and 

VOL. III. N 
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belfrìes^ till far up the dark green hill aboye, 
the outer walls and watch-towers terminate 
the view. And within the town, there are 
such strange, lofty, narrow streets ! — so narrow 
some of them, and so steep, as to remind one 
of the wynds in the old town of Edinburgh ; — 
places where nothing largar than a sedan-chair 
or à donkey can get along. Others, such as 
this one, — Strada Balbi, etc, are much wider; 
and paved, — not causewayed like our's. These 
contain the palaces of the ancient Genoese 
nobility; with their wide gateways, leading 
into white marble courts, on which the mag- 
nificent staircases open, and from which the 
hanging gardens are entered. Some of these 
are stili in exquisite order, and inhabited by 
the descendants of the old merchant princes ; 
others are wofuUy dilapidated, and let, in suites 
of apartments, to dijSerent tenants. Such is 

the case with Casa V ,our residence; 

thòugh it is much less desolate and neglected 
than many others ; the court-yard is clean, and 
the marble pavement free from wèeds, though 
the statues which surround it are some of them 
broken; and the frescoes on the walls much 
effaced. The garden, too, which opens from 
the court, is in tolerable order; and reminds 
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me strangely^ Helen^ of a place whìch I often 
see in my dreams^ the Pleasance at Kingscon- 
nell I It is of course upon a much smaller 
scale ; but it is laid out in terraces with stone 
balustrades^ and interspersed with fountains 
and statues^ here and there^ amongst the 
graceful shrubs. I look forward to many a 
pleasant hour in that garden ; it seems to me^ 
in this strange land^ to wear the aspcct of an 
old friend. 

I must try^ now^ to give yon some idea 
how we are lodged within doors. It seems 
strange to us at first^ not to have a house ali 
to ourselves; but such a thing is almost un- 
known in Italy. Our suite of apartments is 
on the second story of the building ; you go up 
the great^ wide^ massive stair-case^ and on the 
second bare, spacious landing-place you come 
to a door at which a cord is suspended, which 
rings a beli within a large ante-room. This is 
perfectly empty of furniture, with the ex- 
ception of some strange old chairs^ and one 
or two tables against the wall^ with quaint 
carved oak legs, and slabs of coloured marble; 
and from this ante-room the others ali open^ 
one after another* First come a large and a 
smail drawing-room ; then a diuiug-room en- 
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tered on one side from the latter; on the other 
aide is our bed-room; bevond which is Ed- 
ward^s dressing-roora ; and beyond it again 
several other bed-rooms^ which also open upon 
a bare^ cold back passage. The kitchen and 
servants' apart menta are reached by a back 
stair-case^ which has a door opening upon the 
dining-room. The furniture òf the rooms is 
of a mixed nature^ partly Italian^ and partly 
English; for Edward had sent out orders to 
bave them new papered^ and provided with ali 
manner of national comforts^ including such a 
sweet toned pianoforte I But at the same time 
he has retained, to mj great satisfaction^ some 
old straight-backed sofas^ and chairs with gilt 
legs^ covered with rich blue satin damask, at 
which I look with profound respect, being sure 
that they could teli many a tale of other times, 
if they had thp power of speech; and some 
other articles of a singular foreign fashion. 
No pains bave been spared to render my ac- 
commodation ali I could wish to bave it. Yoq 

would be satisfìed even you, my Helen, if 

you could witness Edward' s kindness to me ! 
And now that I bave unpacked and arranged 
ali my dear books, my music^ and the keep- 
sakes^ each of which has a memory of ' home 
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connected with it^ every thing begins to look 
so home-like. If I could but welcome my 
beloved friends to my new dwelling, — if I 
could ever hope to see your sweet face, my 
darling, or dear aunt Helen^s, beneath this 
roof, — ^if I could but expect to bear Walter's 
merry laugh, what a different feeling tbere 
would be connected with it I But this is my 
''bunch of myrrh." You remember Jeremy 
Taylor's glorious sermon on ^^the wedding- 
rìng V I only wish this myrrh could, like his, 
be but shown and taken away again ! I am 
afraid it will be a more abiding momento for 
me. 



Ali our new acquaintances are very kind to 
me, and there are some very agreeable people 
among them. One of the merchants bere is a 

Seotchman, Mr. , a worthy man. And 

oh! my Helen! you must bave lived long 
amongst strangers to be able to conceive the 
rapture with which I heard bis broad west- 
country accent, the first time he called upon 
me I 



It is a thing which I cannot help regretting, 
but over which I bave no control, that I must 
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lire in Italy wìthout knowing any Italiaxu. 
There is no class in this country which answ^rs 
to that we occupy. The nobility look down 
from the heights of an. unapproachable pride^ 
upon ali connected with trade; descended though 
they be from the mighty merchants of the old 
republic; and in Italy there ìs no middle 
class. I find^ as I get to know more of our 
coontrymen and their families here^ that they 
are^ so to speak^ " plus Anglais qu' en Angle- 
terre;'^ much more exclusivély national than 
they wouid be at home. Mrs. Lockhart hersdf 
never looked with more profound contempt on 
every thìng Scutch, than the excellent repre- 
sentatives of John Bull conceive it a duty 
they owe to their country, to look upon every 
thing Italian bere. It often amuses, and oft^s 
provokes me; though I say nothing on the 
subject, lest I should be regarded with sus- 
picious eyes ; as Edward tells me any one in 
our circle would be, who had much commerce 
with the natiyes. He says that he eannot 
much wonder at their prejudices, considering 
that the only natives in trade bere are persons 
sprung from the lowest ranks, of mean and 
offensive habits; or else Jews; and that besides 
them the foreign merchants come in contact 
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with no Italians ; save^ in the way of basiness^ 
with pettifogging lawyers, — ^people connected 
with the customa^ — secondary artista^ — or 
teachers. Thus they are compelled to associate 
entirely amongst themselves; and this certainly 
begets a narrowness and prejudice in their 
ideas. 

Ali the habits of life bere are strictly 
English. During the winter season it is the 
custom^ as at home, to dine late ; and dinner 
and tea-parties abound. Tbere are alao soirées 
dansantes^ — very like home. I do not think 
you could possibly fancy yourself in Italy, if 
you were suddenly set down in the midst of 
one. ***** 

But in the summer ali classes in Italy 
dine early, — at two or three o'clock. It 
is not the custom on account of the beat, 
for any but the men who must attend thcfir 
business^ to go oat in the day-time. In the 
evening everybody does, for the promenade, on 
foot or in a carriage, as the case may he ; and 
in the English houses this is followed, on 
coming home, by a substantial tea, spread like 
a regular meal, with a table-cloth, in the 
dining-room or back drawing-room. 

'^ There is a degree of incoi^ruity in ali 
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this which sometimes offends mj fancy. I 
oould well bave dispensed with some of tbe 
imported comforts and snugnesses of English 
Ufe^ in favour of a few more of the pieturesqne 
inconveniences of Italian. If I had had my 
own will^ it would bave led me to adopt more 
of tbe babits of tbe country; to assimilate 
myself more witb its people and its ways ; in 
sbort^ to do^ and not to do, a great many tbings 
wbicb would fili my new aequaintances witb 
consternation, if I were to promulgate sucb 
beretical feelings. But I carefuUy keep tbem 
concealed; and only solace myself by express- 
ing tbem to you, my Helen. I should not 
even bave cbosen my fumiture to be so tbo- 
rougbly English. Tbe brigbt new cbintzes, 
tbe papers on tbe walls, strike me as out of 
keeping witb tbe style of tbe apartments. I 
cannot contravene Edward's assertion, tbat 
tbey are at least clean, and in perfect order, 
wbereas tbe silk, velvet, and damask curtains 
and bangings .wbicb tbey bave replaced were 
faded, soiled, and wom. Stili I cannot belp 
feeling tbat tbose must bave beeii more in 
cbaracter witb tbe mansion ; and I look upon 
tbe articles wbicb bave usurped tbeir places 
jwitb mucb tbe same sensations tbat I feel^ in 
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contrasting our dresses and boanets with the 
graceful Messeri of the beautiful Genoese 
women ; or in comparing the round-faced, 
comfortable^ well-clad Englishmen about us^ 
with the darkj vivid, eagle-eyed, — often un- 
tidy, but never vulgar or common-looking, 
Italians. 

Oue thing greatly pleases me ; that our 
servants are natives^ with the exeeptiou of the 
German maid whom I engaged in Paris, whea 
my English soubrette disco vered that she eould 
not possibly condemn herself to go into banish- 
ment. This German madchen is a particularly 
nice, steady person. There is something that 
attracts me much in the manners of the Italian 
servants; a respectful kindiiness, not unlike 
that of the household at Sempilltower ; and 
reminding one of old days, when the tie be- 
tween master and servant was not a mere 
mercenary ^bond. I espeeially delight in one 
beautiful custom. At the striking of the 
Ventiquattro, — the last hour of the day, — 
(^* the gloaming " hour, as we should cali it in 
dear old Scotland, but there is no gloamiug 
bere !) — Edward's man, Antonio, brings lights 
into the sitting-room ; and as he places them 
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on the table, wishes us " felice sera/' " I likc 
the greeting !" don't you, Helen ? 



One great evil in our situation here I trust 
may ere long be remedied. We English have 
at present no regular clergyman; and just 
now, no Church Service àt ali ; the last clergy- 
man who happened to be here as a chance 
visitor^ and did duty whilst he remained^ having 
gone to Nice for the winter before we carne. 
The English merchaiits in Genoa have, how- 
ever, resolved to bestir themselves, and arrange 
matters so as to have a permanent chaplain 
amongst them ; and it will be an nnspeakable 
blessing if they do. In the meantime, de- 
prived as we are of the ordinances of religion, 
how often do I look back, my Helen, to the 
sins of my youth, — to my neglect of the 
blessed privileges of the Church, while yet 
they were within my reach ! What would I 
not give now> for one of the many slighted 
Sundays when I might have enjoyed them, 
and when I suflFered an unworthy motivo to 
deter me from doing so I How often do Mr. 
Malcolm's words of holv counsel, and his 
fatherly affection, return upon my memory to 
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reproach me^ now that I can profit bj them no 
loDger I 



I pass many hours alone^ of course^ during 
Edward's absence through the day. Perhaps 
I do not altogether regret this, for you know, 
darlingj I never did mind about being left to 
my own devices ; and although I like many of 
my new female friends here^ I bave not met 
with any one with whom I could enjoy confi- 
dential ìntercourse. I prefer solitude to the 
constraint of uncongenial society; and I 
practìse diligently^ and read, and write these 
long letters; and dream^ Helen, — many and 
many a dream of the past. Especially on the 
days when the foreign mails have come in^ and 
when I have your or A.unt Helen's long dear 
letters to transport me back to the scenes of 
my youth, — how vividly I sometimes seem to 
behold them ali again I I am with you in the 
old school-room ; ali our little pursuits going 
on together^ as in the days long gone by^ 
when^ amongst our books and our music^ and 
our bright visions, we could shut out lectures 
and cross looks^ and forget them ali ; when we 
had at least the blessing of never-failing sym- 
pathy in each other, to soften every trial. Or 
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I am reading wiih Mr. Carmichael ; enjoying 
the luxury of looking up to the miod of a 
man^ — so infinitely larger and more powerful 
than my owD^-^and yet a miud of the same 
charaeter with tny own^ and one which under- 
stood and shared in my favourite pursuits and 
traina of thought. Or my fancy carries me 
back to those happy^ hftppy> peaceful evenings 
at Eangsconnell^ when Miss Margaret^ and dear^ 
dear WilUam^ and Mr. Carmichael^ used to sit 
round the fire, conversing^ and I listened, and 
yon and Emily sang or read together ; and at 
night^ in our own room^ we talked over ali the 
eyents of the day. I start from these reveries 
at times with such a sense of loneliness ! Do 
not dream that I am unhappy^ dearest ; very 
for from it. But it ìs not easy, when one has 
had the blessing of perfect sympathy in a 
sister^ to live without it ; and to be unable to 
say to any one, — " do you remember l" 
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CHAPTER XV. 

" Mournest thou, poor soul ! and wouldest thou yet 
Cali back the things which shall not, cannot be ? 
Heaven must be won, not dreamed ; thy task is set, 
Peace was not made for earth, nor rest for thee." 

Lyua Apostolica. 

The preceding letters, written in the early days 
of our heroine's residence at Genoa, detailed 
the truth ; but yet not all^ the truth, of her 
position. Beatrice couid not with reason have 
alleged herself to be unhappy in her married 
life ; but it did beyond question involve seme 
trials which she kindly and wisely kept to her- 
self; and it was only from the saddened and 
subdued tone which, in spite of herself, per- 
vaded her letters, especially to her aunt, that 
the latter, guided by her own early experience, 
was led to suspect much more than she felt it 
necessary to suggest to Helen, whose own mar- 
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ried state was one of sunshine^ nearly as perfect 
as ìs consistént with the chequered lot of 
humanity. Mr. Sumner's sympathy with his 
wife, in fact, was a very imperfeet one to begin 
withj and the influences of his own family had 
not tended to inerease it. It was their charac- 
teristic^ by a species of coUective egotism, not 
only to love and admire each other to a very 
high degree, but to consider their family dis- 
positions^ abilities^ pursuits^ and habits^ as form- 
ing an infallible code of laws, a standard^ any de- 
viation from which in others was extremely apt 
to ofPend them. Mrs. Sumner was a really 
clever woman, of strong senso, and upright 
prineiples, who being early left a widow, had 
brought up her family very judiciously ; and 
her daughters, ali of whom were married, save 
the yonngest, a year or two Edward's junior, 
were likewise clever, sensible, snd accomplished. 
A strong family likeness pervaded them ali; 
and ali were distinguished by one peculiarity, 
an almost total deficiency in the imaginative 
faculty, that sweet and softening influence in 
character, which enables the possessor to enter 
into ali varieties of mind in others, and make 
allowance for differences; and which imparts 
withal, a largeness and freedom from prejudice 
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8uch as nothing else con bestow. Hence it 
foUowed^ not only that ali their pursuits partook 
of the matter-of-fact and practical^ — ^that their 
reading was historìcal and scientifica — and no- 
thing more, — their music eqnally scientifica — 
and their whole tum of mind, and habits of 
thought^ hearing reference, in the language of 
Transcendental philosophy^ to the dominion of 
the understanding, as opposed to that of the 
pure reason^ — but that they devoutly believed 
that any other mode of exercising the faculties 
than theirs was foolish, wrong^ or daugerous ; 
and had no toleration, even for perfection, of 
any other species than their own. 

Edward Sumner, until he removed to Italy, 
had lived much with bis own family ; and as 
ali of them, besides having the unbounded 
faith in each other' s merits, to which we bave 
alluded, were blessed with cairn and equable 
tempers^the union amongst them was a strong 
and unbroken one. But even this admirable 
feature of their lives and characters lost some 
of its charm^ in consequence of the same one- 
sidedness and defective Catholicity of feeling 
which ran tbrough ali they did. Edward him- 
self was fondly attached to Beatrice ; but al- 
though kind and polite in manner^ as it was 
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his nature to be^ towards ali the members of 
her family, he could not take them ìnto his 
heart^ nor did he feel ìt his duty to do so; and 
in the midst of his love and admiration of the 
object of his choice^ he was at times disturbed 
by misgivings as to his mother's and sisters' 
approvai of some things in her, — her faucy 
and imagination, her love of poetry and fiction, 
beyond ali. In these respeets, poor Miss 
Orace Lockhart, bom with the best possible 
intentions to be one of her niece's worst 
enemies, was of signal disservice to her, during 
the period of Edward^s stay at the Grange. 
Fancyiiig to enhance her attraetions with him, 
as a similar proceeding would bave done with 
Arthur Bertrara or Mr. Carmichal, she was at 
pains to search out and produce to him a 
quantity of manuscripts written by Beatrice, of 
many and various. descriptions, such as ali 
young persons of talent bave more or less per- 
petrated in the course of their lives ; transla- 
tions in verse and prose, from the Italian and 
the German, and a considerable mass of ori- 
ginai poetry, of no common merit ; some of it 
indeed of a very high order ; but none of which 
Beatrice herself would bave dreamt of display- 
ing to any one. These things, however, were 
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new and startling to Edward^ noyelties in bis 
experìence of women; and what he instinc- 
tivelj felt would find no favour in the eyes of 
those who were bis models of j)erfection; and 
not less startling to him was a great deal of 
what Miss Orace Lockhart, in her simplieity, 
related as the highest praise of her niece that 
she could utter. There was mnch in Edward 
even previous to their wedding^ that with ali 
Beatrice's genuine humility^ and ali her gene- 
roDs candour of spirita pained^ chilled^ ànd 
drove her heart back upon itself ; ali the more 
so because there was nothing actually tangible 
in what she felt to bave these effeets ; no wilful 
nnkindness^ — only a deficiency in sympathy^ 
and in the power^ as Coleridge hath it^ of pro- 
jeeting bis own being into that of anotber. 
And. it was not the least painful part of the 
wbole that she felt it ber bounden duty to 
conceal these trials from every one. They 
fonned a portion of the lot which she berself 
had chosen^ and she bad no rigbt to complain 
of them^ or to damp the pleasure with which 
those who loved her looked forward to her 
married life. The time which she spent with 
ber husband^s family after her marriage^ ooly 
seemed to bring out more prominently ali those 
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features of discrepancy. None of them meant 
to be, nor were they, unkind to her ; but it 
was impossible for her to avoid feeling that ahe 
was not one of themselves^ that they had no- 
thìng in common^ and that they looked down 
upon her as deficìent in many of the acquire- 
ments upon which they set most store ; — per- 
haps stili more as abounding in those which 
they would rather bave seen wanting in her. 
And Beatrice^ with the impmdence and ultra- 
candour which belonged to her naturai cha- 
racter^ assisted in placing herself in a wrong 
light with them; frankly acknowledging^ and 
regretting^ as she did^ her own limited acqaaìnt- 
ance with the practical duties of life, and her 
dread iest Edward might find her defective in 
these respeets. These deficiencies^ which in 
point of fact were the result of her domestic 
situation alone^ were by her new connections 
set down to her addiction to ^* the vain and un- 
profitable art of poem-making/' and other 
fond conceits \ and it was matter of no small 
dismay to her to discoYcr that she had been 
literally taken at her own valuation by them, 
and stili worse, by her husband. The experi- 
ences of her married life^ consequent upon this 
impressione indirectly if not deliberately fos- 
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tered in his mlnd at its commencement, were 
Tery trying to a disposition like her's^ — ali the 
more so because they ìnvolved a species of trial 
quite new to ber. Hitherto, ali those with 
whom Beatrice had come in contact^ on whose 
good opinion she laid mach stress^ — ali ber 
few malefriends in particular^ had been persona 
who set the highest vaine npon talent and 
montai acquirement^ and it was something to 
whicb sbe was totally unaccustomed^ to find 
tbose very gifts regarded with 'suspicion and 
disparagement ; and to discover that by a 
common^ though most erroneons^ mode of 
judging^ it was a received opinion amongst ber 
new friends tbat talent/ at least of the ima- 
ginative order^ was a perilous and nndesira- 
able endowment to a woman, as tending to 
unfit ber for the nseful pnrposes of existence. 
Ali tbis^ wbich would bave stirred up a barder 
and stronger cbaracter to indignant self asser- 
tion> only served to .sink and depress ber^ and 
make ber feel, at times, as if sbe could do no- 
thing rigbt. 

It may well be conceived tbat tbese pains 
and perplexities did not terminate with Bea- 
trice^s residence at Twickenbam; and tbat^ 
cast as sbe was in a foreign land entirely npon 
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her husband for companionship and tenderness^ 
there must many a time and oft have mingled 
a painful chili with ali the essential kindness 
which he shewed her; a painful senso that 
their hearts did not beat in unisouj that he did 
uot and would not participate in most of her 
warmest feelings and tenderest reminiscences ; 
and as little cared for that participation on 
her part in bis family affections^ which she 
had so longed and striven to feel. And bis 
disparagementj often more implied than ex- 
pressed, of the best efforts which she could 
make to accommodate herself to bis ideas^ was 
galling and irritating in no small degree to 
a heart so warm^ and a temper naturallj so 
impatient^ as hers. Ali these things made 
part of her discipline of life, — ^the small tiials 
which are so much less easy to endure than 
its largo serro WS ; those trials^ which small as 
they are^ bring home to the heart which 
rightly uses tbem, in process of time, a pro- 
found knowledge of what life must be to every 
disciple of the Crucified Saviour, a daily and 
hourly hearing of the Cross. And in procesa 
of time too, if accepted in a spirit of sub- 
mission, they bring their own reward with 
them, a conscious growth in faith, humility. 
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and patience. But tliis is not the work of a 
short perìod.- Often and often had Beatrice 
to deploro her own deficiency in ali these; 
often did she look back vith keen regret upon 
her old life of study and of dreams ; with ali 
ita inevitable^ but unprofitable seclusìon from 
the duties and the littlenesses of daily life; as 
contrasted with the present one of repressed 
feelings^ nnparticipated thoughts, and earnest 
striving after excellence in uncongenial pur- 
snits^ without the meed of approbation which 
would have rendered ali tasks light to her. It 
was a long while before she learned to ac- 
knowledge that with her naturai craving after 
the love and praise of those around her^ this 
lack of what she might justly have expected, 
was part of her needful discipline ; as leading 
her to labour from higher motives^ and for 
higher rewards thau the applauso of man. In 
process of time, also^ she began to see that 
her present life had been necessary to correct 
the tendencies of her former one ; and that a 
severe practical training was requisite for one 
who had livrd so engrossed in visions as she 
had done. She learned^ in fine, how far short 
an existence ali coloured by one absorbing 
passion, find where feeling nsurps the place of 
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action, falls of the great end for wliich exis- 
tence \Fas bestowed. And thus time glided 
on, and slowly and surely the trials which it 
brought fulfiUed their appointed work. 

Upon no part of her early life, as we have 
already scen, did Beatrice look back with so 
much remorse as upon her own jieglect of the 
Chnrch privileges which might have been her 
guide and solace so much more frequenti^ 
than she permilted them to be ; and upon the 
confusion of feeling^ and low standard of faith 
and life resulting from this grand error. Now, 
when • so far removed from the venerated 
pastor whose ministrations she had so often 
slighted, removed from any one who cared for 
her soul, and doomed sometimes to bear the 
services of the Church performed in a careless 
and perfunctory manner, sometimes, duriug 
the early part of her life at Genoa, not to bear 
them at ali, — it seemed as if she only now fuUy 
aroused herself to their inestimable value. It 
was stronge how the words of Mr. Malcolm 
would return to her memory, — how much 
stronger bis influence became in absence than 
it hai been while she was near him ; and how 
she remembered what she had often heard him 
say, of the privileges involved in belonging to 
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the Communion of the Church^ visìble and 
invisible. The private observance of her rule?, 
calculated as they are to unite in one bond of 
unity ali her members^ however widely scat- 
tered over the earth, and to unite them not 
only with the living, but with the Faithful 
Departed, who stili live without the pale of 
mortai sight, — now began to assume an aspect 
of new significancy and importance in her eyes ; 
and its fruits became visible in the calm^ the 
holy order, and the new spirit of duty and self- 
sacrifice diffused throughout her life. Thus 
even the privation of the raeans of grace worked 
out a blessing in her case, as in the Providence 
of God, evil is so often over ruled to do. 

Even on this highest of ali subjects, Bea- 
trice found her husband's sympathy an im- 
perfect one. Edward Suraner was an or- 
thodox Chnrchraan of the old school, which 
eschewed nothing so carefuUy as " high flown^^ 
notions of any kind ; and he uourished, more- 
over, a profound suspicion of the orthodoxy of 
the sister Church in Scotland, such as was, and 
stili is in a less degree, very common amongst 
a certain class of English Churchmen. This 
feeling prepared him to listen with somewhat 
of mistrust aud uneasiness to any tliing which 
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hifl wife coald say on tlie subject. Bui Bea- 
trice^ fortunately for herself^ was not addicted 
to argumentatìoD ; and alllier higher and more 
ideal ìmpressioDs on the Bnbject of relìgion «he 
carefuUy kept to herself ; aiming at the dia- 
charge of duty more than the discussion of 
opinions. 

Thus passed eight years of wedded life^ 
not without the usuai effect of assimilating 
much lirhich at first was most dissimilar; 
bringing home the charactcr of the wife^ in 
some measure^ to the comprehension of the 
husband; and teaching the wife more and 
more to bear with what was deficieut in him, 
in consideration of the real attachment which, 
in his cairn way, he shewed to her; causing 
her, in shorts to learn the great lesson of 
Christian conteutmént with whatever measures 
may be meted out by the band of God. Two 
children served as a bond of union between 
the parents ; of whom the eldest^ a lovely and 
engaging boy^ was born in the second year 
after their marriage. His little sister was too 
years younger. It was perhaps an advantageous 
circumstance^ consideriDg the peculiar dispo- 
sition of Edward Sumner^ and the infiuence of 
his family, that Beatrice and he were so com- 
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pletely separated from their relations on both 
8Ìdes^ and left untrammelled to feel their mutuai 
dependence. For during ali these years, they 
remained absent from their home aud kindred. 
The only glimpses of the latter enjoyed by 
either eonsisted in a visit from the son of the 
elder Mr. Sumner, a fine youth on his travels ; 
and one which Beatrice^ to her inexpressible 
delight, received from her father, who, his 
domestic discomforts having again seni him 
afloat^ happened to be in the Mediterranean^ 
and achored for a short time in the Gulf of 
Genoa. This brief re-union with him formed 
an era for his daughter's affectionate heart 
long to look back upon. Apart from his wife^ 
enchanted to eee his daughter in her own 
house^ and to embrace his grand-children^ and 
highly pleased with his son-in-law^ Captain 
Lockhart was ali his old happy tempered self 
again; and left behind him an iadelible im- 
pressìon to efiace, in the mind of Beatrice^ the 
painful recollectious which had so long hauuted 
her of his altered spirits and teinper when at 
the Grange. 

Meanwhile her sister's letters kept Beatrice 
Gompletely cognizant of ali the changes which 
these passing yeai*s effected at home ; as well as 
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of the small daily evests^ without a detail of 
whìch^ the dearest of frìends must inevìtablj 
become estranged in the coarse of a long 
separation. Helen herself was a happy wife, 
and the mother of three chìldren ; and Walter 
was fast rising into emìnence ai the Scottish 
bar. But ali this tìme had not elapsed nn- 
marked by some paìnful gaps taking place in 
the old familiar circle at home. The first of 
these occurred within a year after Beatrice's 
departure from Scotland ; and occasioned acute 
distress to many. This was nothing less than 
the secession of Mr. Carmichael from the Scot- 
tish Kirk. Very shortly after the trial and 
d eposi tion of Edward Irving for heretical 
opinions, by the Presbytery of Annan, his 
native place, the minister of Kingsconnell ap- 

peared before that of , avowed himself 

to entertain the same doctrines, and declared 
that having come to a profound conviction of 
the errors of the Kirk, he could no longer in 
conscience remain within its pale. He was 
accordingly deposed by that reverend body, 
to the profound sorrow of its most sincere and 
conscientious members. Helen described Mr. 
CarmichaePs leave-taking of the Sempilltower 
family as mo&t painfuUy affecting, and entered 
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into a lengthened detaìl of their distress in 
thus losing him ; of the grief which was felt 
by many of the parishioners, more especially 
by the poor^ to whom he had been as a minìs- 
tering angel, and of the maliguant self-gratu- 
latìon of others ; amongst whom it is needless 
to say, that her aunt Willie, Miss Menie Mark, 
and the redoubted Tliammas Brodie, shone con*, 
spicuous. Unlike some of the many clergymen 
deposed for similar reasons at that time^ Mr. 
Carmichael did not remain in the neighbour- 
faood of bis former flock. He quitted the 
country at once; and after the death of 
Edward Irving, was understood to bave re- 
paired to the vicinity of London, to a place at 
that period famed as the head-quarters of the 
new sect. It was scarcely possible, Helen 
added, to describe the mournful alteratiop^ 
which the loss of him made in the parish. 
For her part, she never should be able to bear 
the sight of the new minister, though of course 
she must submit to it, as the Laird and Mrs. 
Sempill would make a point of showing him 
attention. But she was happy to say, she 
should never be obliged to go to the church 
again ; for the dear old people never had made 
any objection to her and Walter atteuding St. 

o 2 
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Michael's, the latter having of conrse beea 
educateci a Churchman. And besides that she 
daily felt more and more what miscbief arose 
from a confusion of Churcbes, the ideaof going 
to that of Kingsconnell again^ and not seeing 
Mr. Carraichael there, was not to be borne. 
Beatrice agreed in this moat fully, and wept 
bitter tears over the narrative of Mr. Car- 
michael's last farewell. That he should bave 
left the Kirk of Scotland did not surprise 
ber ; for it had long been manifest to ber that 
bis heart was not entirely in it ; but that he 
should bave quitted it thus, misled by the 
fatai deification of individuai^ human, fallible 
teachers^ so constantly seen to be the result 
of that boasted liberty of private judgment 
which rejects ali Church authority and tra- 
dition as mental bondage^ was indeed a grief of 
heart to ber. And the idea of Mr. Carmichael 
was too inseparably interwoven with ali the 
memories of bye-gone days, from the very first 
hour of their meeting to ber last reminiscence 
of bim, — those few touching lines which more 
than half betrayed the secret of bis heart, — 
to pass away and be forgotten. Beatrice, like 
Helen, could scarcely picture to herself what the 
parish of Kingsconnell would be without him. 
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Tlie next event of consequence narrated by 
Helen was the marriage of Emily Bertram^ to 
the geatleman who has been named as Mr. 
Loflus, but who now appeared under the title 
of Lord St. George. This took place in Lon- 
don ; but in the course of a year after^ or there- 
abouts^ the house of Kingsconneti was again 
thrown open. Sir Thomas and Lady Bertram, 
after long absence^ returned to tal^e up thèir 
permanent abode there; Lord and Lady St. 
George arrived to visit them^ and once more the 
old mansion was the scene of mirth and gaiety, 
418 of old. Helen Sempiii and her husband were 
amongst the invited guests there, on various 
occasions ; and she spoke of the strange sensa- 
tions with which she revisited a place so re- 
plete, for her, with saddening and thrilling 
associatioQs ; and her astonishment at the 
complete act of oblivion of the past, which 
fleemed to bave effaced ali sueh recoUection in 
her hosts. She told of the smiles, and the 
affectionate, but unembarrassed salute with 
which she was met by Emily, whom she had 
last seen in tears, and anguish, and remorse, 
«tealing into her's and Beatrice's presence like 
a penitent, to request the latter to visit her 
brother on bis death-bed. She marvelled in 
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her simplicity over the easy^ friendly^ and 
ratlier affectionate reception which slie^ the 
sister of Beatrice, met with from Lady Ber- 
tram and Sir Thomas ; and she told how gay 
and happy they ali appeared ; while she never 
saw a door open^ or heard a sonnd^ that did not 
set her heart a-beatìng with a wild expectation 
of beholding William or Hugh ; and whichever 
way she turned, — whatever room she entered, — 
she fancied there before her the beautiful 
countenance and graceful form of Arthur, and 
the brightj young, beaming face of her sister, as 
she had last seen them together under that 
very roof. Helen did not understand the 
benumbing influence over the feelings of a life 
carrìed on amid outer things alone, and which 
never dares to look into the depths of its own 
being. Besides, the world for which, and in 
which, they lived and moved, was dealing very 
bountifully with the Kingsconnell family. 
About a year after bis marriage^ Arthur's 
father-in-law had died ; and the beautiful Mary 
was now Viscountess Mountjoye in her own 
right j her husband, in bis wife^s, lord of ali her 
fair possessions and ampie fortune. They had 
taken up their residence at Milldenhanger ; 
and shone as stars of the first magnitudo in the 



KINOSCONNBLL« 295 

galaxy of London fashion. One thing alone 
was wanting ; — they had no children. It was 
said that more than one disappointment in 
hopes of the kind had been sustained, in con- 
sequence of Lady Mountjoye^a unpardonable 
levity, in refusing to subject herself to the pri- 
vation of her wonted exercise and amusement ; 
but this having been the case^ there was of 
course everything to hope from the future, 
With this solitary drawback^ what could be 
more brilliant than the prospects of their sur- 
viving son in Sir Thomas and Lady Bertram^s 
eyes ? They daily felt more and more reason 
to congratulate themselves on the lot which he 
had drawn in life. Not many monthsu after 
their re-establishment at Kingsconnell^ the 
member for the county died, and in conse- 
quence of a numerously-signed requisition to 
that effect^ Arthur Bertram offered himself as 
a candidate for its representation ; and, with his 
lady, carne down to Kingsconnell, in order to 
carry òn the contest in person. It was a very 
keen one ; an opposition candidate of so-called 
liberal principles, a wealthy Glasgow mer- 
chant, who had purchased an estate in the 
county, having taken the field, and being 
backed, of course, by ali the ten-pound voters. 
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under the recently-enacted Reform Bill. There 
was a lavish expendìtnre of money ; and not a 
little of that infallible testimony to freedom and 
enlightenment, rioting and fighting, in the dif- 
ferent towns I but at last the Kingsconnell 
interest carried the day. Mr. Bertram was 
declared duly elected/ and the triuroph was 
celebrated by a splendid ball at Kingscon- 
nell^ of which Helen did not fail to send her 
tister an ampie description. 

" How strangely, Beatrice/' so she wrote, 
after a lengthened detaìl of ali the arrange- 
ments^ on a scale of the utmost magnificence, 
"how strangely was I reminded of the last ball 
at that house throughout the evening I Walter 
and I mntually recalled it to each other many 
times. Eight long years since that night, and 
I believe we could bave been lovers stili ! I am 
suro we love each other more dearlv now than 
we did then. It was not of myself, liowever, 
dearest, that I thought most. Oh, no, my 

Beatrice ! My thoughts were of you. 

* ^ * * 

" But when T looked at Arthur (I eannot gei 
over that old familiar name) I involuntarily ex* 
claimed to Walter, 



-' Obi how changed since yon blithe DÌgbt l^ 
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Who oould bave thought it ? It is not that he 
has lost his beauty. It is impossible to con* 
ceivo any tbing more perfect in face^ in figure^ 
in that matchless ^ace that runs through 
everjthing he does. But the change in his 
expression I You recoUect — who recoUects half 
so well f — the bright, open^ joyous aspect he 
used to bave ? It is gone,— gone, — not a trace 
of it left. There is a wild^ reckless look at 
times in his face^ at others an appearance of 
gloom — ofsomethiug more thangloom^ — some- 
thing almost approaching to desperation. I 
iironder if other people remarked the change 
as much as I did ? His face haunted me for 
days after. Well it might too ! for I cannot 
teli you how often I caught those dark^ melan- 
choly eyes of his fixed upon me. Beatrice ! We 
never spoke, and I was so glad of it. When 
we went in at first, he advanced to shake hauds 
with Walter and me, as with every body else ; 
and I felt a sort of dimness come over my eyes. 
I could not see him distinctly. I was only 
conscious of the touch of his band ; but Walter 
told me afterwards that at the sight of me he 
became deadly pale, and that the air of self- 
possession with which he carne forward to meet 
US evidently cost him a powerful effort. He 

o 3 
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never again carne near me ; evìdently, point- 
edly, avoided doing so ; but yet at every turn, 
whetheirl happeued to be dancing or sittiug 
stilla I found^ on looking up, bis eyes fixed 
upon me. There is more altered in bim than 
bis countenance too ! His manner^ you know^ 
is cbarming^ — never can be anything else ; bat 
it did strike me^ and it struck Walter more 
forcibly, tbat towards ladies it is more what 
would suit an unmarrìed tban a married 
man. I own I rather wonder at any woman 
not becoming conscious of sucb tbings in ber 
intercourse with men. I bave not mentioned 
Lady Mountjoye. She bas expanded into a 
splendidly-beautiful woman ; ber dress, ber air, 
ber manner^ are perfection. So 1 beard every 
one say^ gentlemen especially; and I do so 
dread tbe construction wbieb is often put upon 
a woman^s dififering witb tbem respecting tbe 
attractions of one of ber own sex, tbat I did not 
venture to express a contrary opinion. But I 
did not like ber manner. I do not like to see 
a married wofaan surrounded by a train of 
gentlemen ; stili less to see ber undisguisedly 
flirting witb tbem^ as sbe does. There is some- 
tbing in ber tbat seems to be actually irre- 
sbtible. Wberever she moves^ sbe is followed ; 
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no man whom she distinguishes by her notice 
«eems able to think of any one else. I observed 
▼arious instances of that ; and I think she is not 
at ali scrupulous in exercising her power; not 
considerate of the feelings of her own sex. JBut 
beautiful she is, — most beautiful! I never 
«aw her and her husband together ali the 
evenìng. Of conrse he was much engaged^ 
and He paid attention to every one ; nobody 
had cause to feci himself overlooked. But 
Lord Mordington's youngest son^ Henry 
Home, told Walter that it is said they are very 
unhappy together; that Lady Mountjoye's 
conduct often touches the verge of acquai levity, 
and that there are Constant quarrels between 
them on that subject, in which, unfortuuately, 
she has too often an advantage over him^ for he 
is not a good husband any more than she is a 
good wife. Not (Mr. Home said) that it is in 
Arthur's nature to be unkind to any one ; but 
he is, alasi not domestic; wild, extravagant, 
even dissipated. In short, Beatrice, beneath 
ali the splendour of the outward show, it is my 
melancholy conviction that this being, so nobly 
endowed by nature,^ — so full of ali that was 
good, and who might have been so different 
under diiFerent influences, is a lost man ; that 
he has shipwrecked his own virtue and happi- 
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neÉs, and that he is stili haunted by a torturing 
sense of what he has forfeited^ without any 
longer possessing the power to retrace hi» 
Bteps. But how little does the world in gene- 
ral think of these things ! Worthy Dr. Chisholm, 
though I quote hìs words^ is not the only per- 
8on by thousands who says, and feels, ' Well, I 
am Bure Sir Thomas and Lady Bertram bave 
every reason to be happy in those children "who 
are left them ! Their ntmost ambition must 
be satisfied with regard to both/ '^ 

Time roUed on, and Beatrice heard of Arthur 
after this, as distinguishing himself in Parlia- 
ment. H€ appeared to bave fiung himself into 
public life as a new excitement^ to duU the 
aching void within. It was at least a better 
and nobler species of excitement^ and so far 
matter of rejoicing. His home continued to be 
a childless one^ and in no respects a happier. 
His sister, however, was the mother of several 
children. Change and death^ meanwhile^ had 
not failed to visit the old haunta. Poor Mrs. 
Lockhart, after a healthy old age prolonged be- 
yond the ordinary limits of life, was carried ojff 
by a sudden stroke; and not very long after 
her death^ ber daughters, neither of whom 
was capable of cai^rying on the species of 
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country housekeeping^ of which she was the 
mainspring^ left the Grange^ and took up their 
residence in the little town of Gatesford^ about 
two miles oflF. There Miss Willie luxuriated in 
Dissent^attended the meetings of TractSocieties, 
and predominated over Clothing Clubs; and 
good Miss Grace pursued her usuai course of 
study with undiminished zeal; spoilt Helen^s 
children whenever in the course of their sum- 
mer and Christmas visits to Sempilltower^ she 
could manage to lay hold of them ; talked of 
her dear niece Mrs. Sumner^ and read aloud ali 
her letters to everybody who chose to listen to 
them^ a fact of which Helen considerately ap- 
prized Beatrice^ that she might the better know 
what to write and what not to write. Mr. 
Lockhart Clephane talked of letting the Grange, 
but meanwhile it was standing empty, under 
the charge of Lowry M'Fyke, whom it rejoiced 
Beatrice to learn that he had retained about 
the place. 

A blank more irreparable had occurred in 
the neighbourhood six years after Bertrice left 
it. The good old Laird of Sempilltower, full of 
years and honours, was gathered to bis fathers, 
bequeathing to his son a prouder heritage than 
his ampie worldly possessions^ that of a spotless 
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name^ never to be mentioned without love and 
reverence by any who had knowa bina. His 
wìdow^ sustained under the desolation of ber 
bereayement by the aure and certain hope of 
re-union at no distant date amongst those who 
" sleep in Jesus," had, besides the consolation 
afforded by the duteous affectìon of ber son 
and grand- children, the additional 'Comfort 
imparted by the tender love of ber who was ber 
daughter in ali save the ties of blood. George 
Sempill had died in Madeira so nearly at tbe 
sanie time with his father, that the latter de- 
parted life unaware that his son had gone be- 
fore bim ; and Helen, according to tbe eustom 
of the family, returned to find ber home in the 
old mansion with ber brother Beginald. There 
the Major, apparently so much more infirm a 
man than his elder brother, was stili aUve and 
vigorous, and' the kindly ministrations of Aunt 
Penny and '^ Mrs. George '^ were ali directed 
to securing the comfort of his old age. 

Matters stood thus at home, when in the 
eighth winter after ber marriage Beatrice had 
the comfort of receiving a viva voce account of 
ber sister, of Miss Violet Alexander, who flou- 
risbed in a state of grim unchangeableness, 
apparently neither older nor younger^ — of Mr. 
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alcolm, now an aged man — and of many othe r 
friends of her early days, from a young clergy- 
man well-known to them all^ who having suf- 
fered in the cause of hard reading at Oxford, 
had come to spend the winter in Genoa, where 
he had a near relation amongst the firitish 
merchants. This young man^ a cadet of one 
of the oldest families in the north of Scotland, 
was a devoted son of her ancient Church, and 
deeply imbued with the spirit which at that 
time had begun to diffuse new life and energy 
through the institutions of his University, and 
the whole Church at large. His zeal, tempered 
by discretion and Christian love, was not suffered 
to slumber amongst his expatriated countrymen^ 
and the knowledge Qf him seemed to open up 
a new era in the spiritual life of Beatrice. 
Not that the views of Catholic truth which she 
heard from Mr. Grant were novel to her. They 
were such as she had been in the habit of 
listening to in former years from Mr. Malcolm ; 
for let it not be forgotten by the Englisb 
Church, that many important truths long suf- 
fered to remain in abeyance by her authorised 
teachers, were preserved, inculcated, cherished 
as their most precious inheritance by the truly 
Apostolic men, who in poverty, in depression, 
exposed on ali sides to misrepresentatìon and 
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obloquy^ and their very existence scarce knowa 
to those \rho might bave been expected to sym- 
pathise most deeply with their trials^ adhered 
with unflinching constancy to the Communìon 
of ber « Sister of the Northern Hills/' . So 
truly was this the case^ that npon the first prò- 
mulgation of these revived views from Oxford, 
one of the holiest men, and humblest Chris- 
tiana, whom any Church bas ever produced,* 
averred that they had come upon bim ^' like a 
gleam of light from Paradise/^ But although 
there was no novelty in the teaching, it fell 
now upon a soil better prepared to receive it. 
And on Mr. Sumner's mind, likewise, the 
intimacy which accident at first led him to 
cultivate with Mr. Grant, slowly but surely 
began to operate a wonderful change. A large- 
ness, a spirituality in bis views of religione 
truth, an opening and softening of bis whole 
nature, became apparent ; and the heart of bis 
wife expanded in the hope of a future affording 
more community of thought and feeling with 
him, than had as yet been permitted ber, and 
ascended in devout thanksgiving to Him by 
whose agency, through the means of His mortai 
servant, the good work had been begun. 

* The late Right Reverend Alexander Jolly, D.D., Bishop 
of Moray. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

• ,.,.." Darker grew 
The deepening cloud above. 
At length it opened, and — 

The Sarsar from ita womb went forth 
The icy wind of death." 

Thalaba. 

The nintli annìyersary of Beatrice's marriage 
had been some little tìme passed^ when late 
one evening her husband and she sat talking 
over the prospect, which they had of late begun 
to entertain^ of paying a visit to England in 
the course of the foUowing spring. There 
would have been nothing but joy and glad 
antìcìpation in the thought^ so far as Beatrice 
was concerned, save for one painful drawback. 
It was necessary that they should again return 
to Italy ; and equally so, for the sake of their 
little boy's education, that he should be left at 
home ; and the idea of parting with her che- 
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rished darling^ whose peculiar gentleness^ and 
promise of earljr talent, rendered him an 
object of intense interest, as well as of affec- 
tion, to the mother^s heart, was a very agonizing 
one. Could he have been near her own dear 
sister^ or her Aunt Helen, Beatrice felt that 
the trial would have been less ; but naturally, 
inevitably^ bis father destined him to an English 
education; and her heart recoiled from the 
prospect of her little loving Edward being cast 
upon the hard and measured care of Mrs. 
Suraner^ whose house must in that case he his 
home. The anticipation^ distant though it stili 
was, rushed vividly before her in the course of 
their conversation ; and as she sat sìlently, a 
few minutes after, bending over some work, — 
one large tear after another overflowed her 
eyes, and fell heavily down upon it. Her 
husband, who was leaning back in one of the 
quaint old gilt legged sofas, nearly opposite to 
ber, kept his eyes for a few minutes upon her 
without speaking, — then at last addressed her. 

" Beatrice ?" he said in a gentle voice. 

" Yes, Edward I'^ she hastily drew her band 
over her long heavy eye-lashes, and looked up. 

"Come over bere, dear." Then as she 
obeyed, and sat down beside him, — he passed 
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his arm around ber, and drew ber closer to bis 
side. *^ You are crying about your boy, Bea- 
trice ?'' be said as be did so. 

Beatrice made no audible reply. Overcome 
by the tenderness of his tone, sp diflFerent from 
what Edward would once bave used in talking 
of what formerly be would bave designated 
romantic and over-strained feeling, sbe laid 
ber head upon bis sboulder, and wept witbout 
restraint. He allowed ber for a few minutes 
to do so, — tben gently and sootbingly spoke 
again, — not as the Edward Sumner of tbeir 
early married life had been wont to speak. He 
reminded ber of the absolute necessity for the 
painful step in contemplation, if sbe would 
bave ber son be rendered fìt to assume bis 
naturai position as a well-born and educated 
Englisb gentleman ; bui be consoled ber by 
assurances tbat a few years would, be had every 
reason to tbink, enable bim to quit Italy for a 
permanent home in bis native country. Ànd, 
in the meantime, be promised tbat tbeir boy 
sbould not be suflFered to grow up in ignorance 
of bis naturai frieuds on one side, tbat be 
sbould visit Scotland occasionally, and learn to 
know his mother's family. His kind words, 
bis sympatby, did more to convey a balm to 
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the heart of Beatrice than anything else could 
bave done. 

"Dear, dear Edward!" she said, flinging 
ber arms round him, — '^how yery kind yoa 
are ! bow I love you !" 

'' I bave not been alwavs kiud^ Beatrice," 
said be, returning ber caress. "I often now 
recali past instances of unkindness, and want 
of feeling for you, witb wbicb you never re- 
proacbed me, dear; hut wbicb my own con- 
Bcience brings up in judgment against me, more 
frequently than you imagine." 

'^ Oh ! Edward, dearest !" she exclaimed, 
" why should you say so ? do not fancy it. 
You bave always been kind to me." 

"I bave always loved you. Beatrice, — 
always ; and more and more dearly every day. 
And you bave loved me, bave you not f" 

" Indeed, indeed, 1 bave, Edward ! and every 
day of my life I love you better." 

*'But yet I know well. Beatrice, that I 
might bave rendered you bappier at first. I 
did not make allowances for your loving, cling- 
ing, self- depreciating temper; I bave often 
been barsh to you, dear, and often given you 
pain, I am sare ; but you little know what self- 
reproacb the recollection of these tbings bas 
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caused me; of late cspecially. I can only 
hope to repair the past in the future^ niy own 
little wife^ aud render you as happy as you de- 
•erve to he," 

'^ My own darling Edward ! Yes, I am 
aure, please God^ that there is a happy future 
before us. Do not talk of sudi things for a 
moment. I am sure that I must often have 
troubled and annoyed you at first. But it is 
ali over long ago.'* 

He pressed his lips to her forehead ; and 
then they again fell into a discussion of various 
matters connected with their visit home. After 
a little while Edward arose from his seat. and 
took up one of the lucerne which stood upon a 
marble table near the door. 

" I think I shall bid you good-night, Bea- 
trice/' he said, " if you mean to sit late." 

" I do not intend to he late, dear Edward/' 
she replied. " I have only a few lines to add 
to a letter. To-morrow is foreign-post day, 
you know. Are you so sleepy that you muBt 
go to bed already V 

" Not sleepy, dear,'' he said, ^' but a little 
tired. I do not feel very well." 

'* Not feel well, dearest Edward ?" exclaimed 
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Beatrice rising and coming up to him. " What 
Ì8 the matter ? What can I do for you ?" 

" Nothing in the world, love,^^ he answered 
with a smile. " I shall he perfectly comfort- 
able as soon as I have lain down." 

" You do not feel faint, do you, Edward ?" 
asked Beatrice in a tone of anxiety. He had 
of late been at tirues subject to palpitation at 
the heart, and attacks of faintness, at which 
she had fancied that their medicai attendante 
although he did not say much, had looked 
grave ; but ber anxiety was calmed by bis 
assurances that he had no sensation of the kind, 
and that a trifling indisposition, which made 
him feel inclined to rest, was ali of which he 
had to complain. 

" I want nothing, dearest," he said. " If 
I do, I shall cali Antonio. I shall probably 
fall asleep before you come, so good-night. 
God bless you !" 

He kissed ber affectionately, and left the 
room. Beatrice, ber momentary uneasiness 
dispelled by his manner, sat down to finish 
ber letter; and as she poured forth to ber 
sister ali the anxieties of ber heart respecting 
ber boy, the tears which ber busbacd's kind- 
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ness had dried, again burst forth. She felt 
how far her heart was from submìssion^ how 
much she lacked strength for sucL a trial as 
was now shadowed out before her; what need 
she had of prayer; — and accordiog to the 
too frequent fashion of our faithless humanity^ 
unconscious that over her very head a dark 
cloud of calamity was hanging ripe to break^ 
she spent two long hours of this silent night in 
" shaping the fashion of uncertain evils," — 
picturing forth in her own mind the details of 
a sorrow which was never destined to come. 

At last Beatrice bethought her that it was 
high.time to retire to rest. Shading her lamp 
with her hand^ she stole softly into her own 
apartment^ dreading to disturb her husband. 
Her children's nursery was in the next room 
of the suite to Edward's dressing-room^ and 
she meant to proceed to pay her usuai nightly 
yisit to them ; but as she passed^ she glanced 
into the bed^ hoping to see him asleep. To 
her surprise it was empty, arranged in the 
usuai mauner for the night^ and had cvidently 
never been occupied. An indefinable thrill of 
alarm darted through her mìnd^ and she hastily 
crossed the large apartment^ and pushed open 
the door of the dressiug-room. 
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It was lighted by a cresset from the roof, 
which was stili burnìng^ and by ìts lìght she 
saw her husband^ in bis dressing-gown^ lying 
back upon a couch at the extremity of the 
room. Supposing that he had fallen asleep^ 
she softly advanced^ and bent over him. He 
appeared as if sunk in a profound slumber^ 
one arm stretched by bis side, the forefinger 
between the open leaves of a Prayer-book, 
which he held in bis band. The other arm 
was raised upon the pillow of the couch, above 
bis head. Beatrice approached her lìps to bis 
forehead, with the intention of thus awakening 
him, but started back in horror. His eyes 
were not closed I One mute instant she stood 
transfìxed, the very pulsations of her heart 
seeming to cease, — then with a desperate reso- 
lution, laid her hand on his. It was icy co]d. 
He had indeed ^^ fallen asleep before she 
came.^' 

One shriek escaped her lips, so loud, so 
piercing, that it rung through every apartment 
of the extensive house, and startled ali its 
inmates from their sleep in a moment. Then 
in agony too great for words, or cries, or tears, 
the widowed wife flung herself upon the in- 
animate form of her husband. 
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CH AFTER XVII. 

•* In lui versò d* inèssicabil' vena 

Lagrime e voce di sospiri mista. 
In che misero punto or qui mi mena 

Fortuna ? Ah che veduta amara e trista! 
Dopo gran tempo f ti ritrovo appena, 

Tancredi, é ti riveggio, e non son vista ; 
Vista non son da te, benché presente ; 

£ trovando ti perdo eternamente I 
Apre Tancredi gli occhi, e poi gli abbassa 

Torbidi e gravi .* ed ella pur sì lagna." 

Gerusalemme Liberata. 

We pass over the first stunnìng, bewildering, 
overwhelming agony of bereavement ; — the 
dead^ dark silent days that foUow, — the more, 
far more, acutely painful return to the daties 
of life, and the agonizing as importunate form 
in whicTi these press upon a woman bereft o( 
her naturai protector. These must have been 
felt to be conceived ; as also must the kindness, 
the pity, tRe sympathy, which the occurrence 
of such a calamity causes to gush forth ou ali 

VOL. III. p 
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sides of the suflTerer ; often wbere it could pre- 
viously have least been expected. Such was 
the experience of Beatrice, as it has been of 
many; and it were hard to say whether her 
heart were more deeply touched by the un- 
bounded expressions of affection and of fellow- 
feeling with her sorrow, which reaehed her 
from her absent friends, or by the unexpected 
and unsoUeited kindness and good ofSces of 
some who nntil now had been comparative 
strangers to her. 

Stili there is no desolation equal to that 
of widowhood, and in her case it seemed ag-» 
gravated by the mode in which the blow had 
been dealt, — the tie severed at the Tery time 
when it began to be of so much closer and 
more tender a nature than at first. It was 
long, long ere Beatrice could recali the cir- 
cumstances of that last night, the particulars 
of that memorable conversation, without such 
pangs of anguish as would cause her to fling 
herself prostrate do^n, and gasp for the powei^ 
to give utterance in cries and tears to the 
crushlng load of her misery. But in time, by 
God^s grace, that first wretchedness passed 
away. In time she carne to bless His holy 
name for Edward^ and to feel that a sanctifying 
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influence had been at work within his heart 
in these latter days. The Prayer-book whìch 
had attracted his last earthly glance^ and which 
his band had clasped in death^ was laid^ as a 
relic equally precious^ beside the Christian Year 
of William and Yiolet^ and Beatrice learned 
" in faith to muse '^ upon the growth of ber 
store of friends in Paradise. 

Slowly and sadly the autumn and the 
printer roUed away ; and during their course 
she remai ned stationary where the spoiler had 
found ber. In the end of Aprii she had re- 
solved to begin ber journey home witb ber 
ehildren^ — a journey how different from what 
she had once anticipated I Yarious kind offers 
had been pressedupon ber^ by Captain Sempill^ 
by the elder Mr. Sumner, and by his son^ to 
come out for the purpose of escorting ber 
home; but ali these she at once declined as 
unnecessary. She had resolved to retain the 
services of a faithful Italian domestic^ wbo had 
been with ber and Edward from the beginning 
of their married life^ until she should cross the 
Tyrol and embark upon the Rhine; and with 
Antonio^s help she felt perfectly independent* 
He would return to Italy with the Vetturino 
whom she meant to engagé for that part of the 

F 2 
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joumey. Her own maid^ the German, formerly 
mentioned^ had agreed to go lo Britain with her. 

It was with bitter grief that Beatrice bade 
adien for ever to the home of her weddcd life, 
— to the beautiful city aud unrivalled bay, — » 
above all^ to the many kind friend» with whom 
she had so long lived on terms of iutimacy, 
now never more to be renewed, and to the 
attached servants whom she was compelled to 
leave behind. The little Edward^ a child of 
acute sensibility, who had sorrowed for bis 
father with a grief beyond bis years, and who 
possessed much of bis motber's early develope- 
ment of feeling and character, partook in her 
distress^ though its traces in him were not so 
lasting; and even bis young sister^ Beatrice, 
shed many tears at the last leave-taking, — 
quickly dried, however, by the change of scene 
and excitement of travelliug. 

The route by which Beatrice had resolved 
to leave Italy was that by Verona and the 
Tyrol; a less direct one for her than going 
ucross the Splugen ; but it was the road which 
her husband had talked of pnrsuing on their 
homeward journey ; he had dwelt upon its 
beauties, and anticipated the delight which she 
would feel in its romantic associations; and 
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the recollectioa of this guided her prcsent 
choice. Desìring to impress upon the memory ^ 
at least of her boy, the idea of the land which 
he was thus earJy quittìng, feeling no incli- 
nation to hasten her own desolate home-coming 
to the house of her mother-in-law, which must 
of course he the first goal of her wanderings, 
and sensible that the best medicine for her 
weary and lacerated heart was to he found 
uader the sublime influences of nature, she so 
arranged the agreement with her Vetturino as 
to bave it in her power to proceed as slowly, 
and to make as many halts as she wished, on 
the road ; and under bis auspices, and those of 
Antonio, the journey began and proceeded 
most prosperously. Even Beatrice, after she 
had looked and wept her last adieu to the 
sunny plains of Italy, began almost in her 
own despite, to feel the reviving effects of the 
tlelicious mountain air, and of the glorious 
•cenery up the course of the Adige. The mode 
of proceeding adopted by the Vetturino, Filippo, 
a worthy specimen of bis class, and most 
sedulously attentive to the comforts of bis party, 
was to make a long stage at a very early hour, 
and then stop for breakfast and a two hours' 
halt, followed |by another longer stage before 
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dinner. In ibis way^ the travellers were enabled 
io see a great deal of the country ; and Bea- 
trice, with her delighted children, made many 
èxcnrsions on foot &om their dìfFerent halting 
places, besides her occasionally permitting them 
to alìght at the steep ascents, when Filippo 
was ^alking alongside of bis borses. Then, 
under Àntonio's guardianship, they scrambled 
np the steep mountain sides in parsuit of the 
lovely flowers, of every imaginable brilliant 
hue, which grew in the crevices of the rocks ; 
or walked on more leisurely by their vivacious 
and talkative charioteer^ little Edward glancing 
now and then, with eyes full of merry miscbief, 
at bis mother, on the occurrence of any of 
Rlippo's oft repeated, and as often abortive, 
attempts at conversation, upon every encounter 
that took place with chance pasàengers on the 
road. The Vetturino had no German, a want 
of which he was made acutely sensible in the 
course of the journey ; and which Antonio was 
equally incapable of supplying; and these 
dialogues on the way were invariably of the 
same nature. 

'' Parla Italiano V 

A guttural responso, implying a decided ne« 
gative, was the unfaUing answer. 
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" Che Bestia !" then would Filippo exclaim^ 
wich an appealiog look to his countryman. 
" Non mi capisce ; Non sa parlare /" 

Another unfailing source of amasement to 
the children consisted in watching Filippo set- 
lìag accounts at the different inns in the Tyrol^ 
in none of which^ as they advanced^ did they 
find any inmates who eould communicate with 
faim in his own language. To witness the sin- 
gular pantomime which was wont to ensue 
between the parties^ — the quiet Tyrolese Kam- 
merfraaen scoring up their bills in white chalk 
upon the under-side of their huge pockets^ 
covered with black leather, and the fiery 
Italian venting his perplexities in impatient 
ejaculationsj addressed to Antonio^ of " Che 
Bestie!" — "Queste Bestie none apiscono niente!" 
&c. &c.| and finally eompelled to bave recourse 
to the good offices of Meta, Mrs. Sumner's 
German maid, as interpretress, enchanted the 
little boy, who was wont to enact the whole 
scene afterwards for his mother^s edification. 

At last, their slow and pleasant progress 
brought Beatrice and her children to the beau- 
tiful country inn of Mittiwald, on the banks of 
the Eisach, famed for its trout-fishing, and 
much-frequented by tourists on that account, as 
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well as from being ahead-quarter whence many 
picturesque mountaii) excursions may be made* 
Here Beatrice resolved to remaia some days for 
a «imitar purpose. There was something to ber 
inexpressibly attractive^ — sometbing soothing 
and delicious, iu tbe aspect of tbis beautiful 
place. Tbe long, low wooden building itself, 
situated in a- narrow defilé of tbe mountains ; 
its side next tbe garden covered with trellice- 
work, over whicb tbe luxurìant vines are 
trained ; tbe dancing, sparkling mountain 
stream, at tbe foot of tbe garden, crossed by a 
pretty rustie bridge^ wbence a winding patb 
leads up tbe opposite mountain ; tbe picturesque 
beauty of tbe rocks and precipices, into wbicb 
tbe lofty bills are broken; tbe tiny cascades,. 
balf seen, balf bidden by featbery sbrubs ; tbe 
goats scrambling wbere scarcely even a goat, as 
it seems, can find space to tread ; tbe cottage» 
percbed aloft, or peeping bere and tbere from 
amongst overbangiog coppice wood; and tbe 
wbite clouds floating tranquilly balf-way down 
tbe mountain^s sides ; — form a tout-ensemble of 
romance and loveliness, sucb as tbe beart love» 
to rest on ; sucb as 



-" Soothes the troubied breast, 



And wooes the weary to profound repose. " 
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Thus she felt ìt^ duriag two days which she 
spent in wandering with her children through 
this enchauted land. There were not above 
one or two other travellers in the inn, French 
and Gerraan young men, by the glimpses she 
obtained of them ; but not caring to eneounter 
the publicity of the Speise-Saal, and there 
being^ as usuala no private sitting-rooms in the 
house^ she was fain to nse as such the clean^ 
thoiigh hotnely^ bed-room assigned her ; and so 
remained in entire seclusion. It was not during 
the day that Beatrice felt her desolation ; but 
in the evening, the gloriously-beautiful evening, 
the hour of memory ; at night when her chil- 
dren were asleep^ and she sat alone^ living over 
her past life, — when 

" The gbosts of the departed 
Entered at the open door ;" 

Then it was that a senso of loneliness, of be- 
reavement so overpowering, would come aerosa 
her, — the long, long path of the future would 
look so joyless, so dark, so cold, that her heart 
would sink, aitd her agonizing tears flow, with 
a feeling of abandonmeut as complete as in the 
first davs of her widowhood. 

At a very early hour in the raorning of her 
third day at Mittiwald, Beatrice was startled 

p 3 
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from sleep by a sudden noise and uproar in the 
honse^ so lond that she sprang from ber bed, 
and went to the window to discover the cause ; 
but it overlooked the garden and bridge alone, 
80 that nothing was to be discovered from it. 
The noise died away^ and she lay down once 
more^ and fell into a profoand sleep^ which was 
broken at last by the joyous voices of her chiU 
dren^ as they ran into the room ready-dressed 
to go out, and wondering to find their mamma 
so much later than usuai. 

In the eourse of her moming toilette Bea- 
trice learned from her maid that the dis- 
turbance in the house that morning had been 
caused by the arrivai of an Englìsh carriage, 
which was understood to be in pursuit of 
another that had passed stili earlier, longbefore 
day -break; both from the Italian side. The 
frantic impatience of theoccupants, whoeverthey 
mìght be^ to get on^ and the stolid immoveability 
of the German post-boys, especially when newly 
awakened out of sleep^ had been the cause of the 
uproar. The circumstance passed from Sea^ 
trice^s mind ; until in the afternoon^ just after 
her children and she had concluded their early 
dinner, her little girl^ who had run along the 
corrìdor which traverses the house from back to 



KINGSCONNELL. 823 

front, and was looking out of the window com- 
tnanding the latter, suddenlj called out, 
^^ Mamma, Mamma ! Eddy ! Meta I come here> 
come and teli me what has happpened/' 

Beatrice, in compliance with the child^s re- 
request, carne out of her room, and foUowed 
Edward^s eager footsteps. She looked to the 
front of the house, and beheld a carriage, ma- 
nifestly of English huild, the horses' heads 
tiirned towards Italy; and carriage, horses, and 
post-boys covered with dast and hardened mudé 
A crowd, composed of every living creature in 
and about the inn, was assembied near its door ; 
and a Babel of German gutturals was resound- 
ing far and wide. There too were Antonio and 
Filippo, exclaiming and gesticulating, and im- 
pelling the useless assistants aside, while they 
themselves coming dose up to the carriage- 
door, seemed aiding some one within to descend. 
In a few minutes, supported hy another person 
from behind, the figure of a gentleman, appa- 
rently very ili, or wounded, was lifted out, and 
by the united help of ali three, was home 
slowly into the house. 

The children were stili exclaiming and 
wondering over the circumstance, when the 
landlady of the inn appeared, and addressed 
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Beatrice with much respectful eagemess. If 
the Gnddige Frau, slie said, would do her the 
kinduess to come to the saaly &he would be 
everlastiagly grateful. Here was a very sad 
affair; — an English gentleman^ desperately 
wounded, had been brought to the house ; he 
himself was insensible, — his servant, an English* 
man^ who conld not make himself intellìgible in 
German, and the Gnddige Frauda servants could 
not interpret what he said to her. Would she 
berself bave the bounty to come and assist 
them ? Beatrice required no second bidding. 
Despatching her children to the garden, with 
many injunctions to be quiet, she desired Meta 
to follo w her, and accompanied her hostess to 
the saal. 

Here she found a group of persons stand* 
ing round an extempore couch, composed of 
cushions laid upon several benches joined to- 
gether. Her own servant and the Vetturino 
were there ; one or two rosy-cheeked Tyrolese 
maidens, with faces of excessive trouble and 
pQrplexity, holding water and other restoratives ; 
and a respectable-looking English servant, who 
kneeling by- the couch, with one arm supported 
the head of the person lying upon it, while 
with his other band he was bathing his fore- 
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head. The face of the wounded man waa not 
visible to Beatrice ; but one arm hung help- 
lessly by his side^ and over the fingers of the 
hand a stream of blood was slowly trickling^ 
drop by drop, to the ground. 

" What has happened ? Can I be of use V 
the said in English, as she drew near. The 
servant uttered an exclamation of Joy. 

*' Ah I thaiik Heaven ! an English lady ! 
Oh ! yes, madam^ I am suro Providence has 
smt you to our a^sistance. My poor dear 
master !" 

He withdrew the handkerchief which he 
had been holding to the forehead of the insen- 
sible forra before her, and Beatrice bent over 
him. The start, the shock, — the thrill of 
anguish — had nearly laid her prostrate by his 
side ; but by a strong effort she mastered her 
emotion, though she could not avoid catching 
at Metals arm for support, ere she nerved her- 
self to look again. It was no mistake! the 
pale countenance, — the rich hair matted on the 
white forehead, — the blue-veined eyelids half- 
closed over the heavy eyes, — were thosc of the 
lover of her youth. Arthur Bertram lay 
before her, a wounded, apparently a dying 
man I 
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Beatrice liad long been trainiiiff in cairn- 
ness,-long leaming to discipline the impetuou. 
feelings of her earlier days ; bui it was long 
since her self-command had been put to sudi 
a trial. A brìef^ but severe^ internai 8truggle> 
a prayer for strength^ enabled her to conquer ; 
and in a few minutes she was sufficiently com- 
posed to speak with perfect self-possession to 
the Englishman. She explained to him in a 
few quiet words that she knew his master; 
they were old friends ; but that when he »e- 
covered his senses he must not be agitated at 
first by any mention of her. She would her- 
self^ she said^ render ev^ery assistanee in her 
power to Mr. Bertram ; and so would her 
maid^ who was a person of great experience. 
Comforted by her gentle words, and by the 
sympathy of a countrywoman, the man, who 
had appeared utterly bewildered, began to re- 
cover his presence of mind ; and in the course 
of a wonderfully short time^ by the active as- 
sistanee of the kindly people of the house^ to 
whom Beatrice and her maid explained what 
they wanted done^ a bed was arranged in one 
of the quietest of the rooms, — as nearly in the 
English fashion as in the nature of things 
could be managed with the component parts of 
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a G^rman bed; curtains were contrìved to 
shade the window^ and mais of different kinds 
collected to lay upon the bare floor. To this 
Arthur Bertram was removed, and Antonio 
having providentially discovered that one of 
the young ji'renchmen at present residing in 
the house was a surgeon who had studied in 
Paris^ and taken his diploma there^ he was 
summoned to the assistance of the sufferer; 
while Beatrice^ enjoining upon Meta the charge 
of her children when she should be required in 
the sickroom, retired to her own apartment to 
pass the interval in prayer. 

It was a long one ; but at last a tap carne 
to her door, and Meta appeared. The surgeon^ 
she said^ had extracted the pistol-ball^ which 
had lodged in the shoulder ; but the operation 
had been severe^ and the patient had fainted 
twice. He was now in a species of stupor; 
and Harris, the English servante had told her 
that it would be an inexpressible comfort to 
him to see her mistress, and be permitted to 
ask her ad vice on various subjects. Beatrice 
accordingly repaired instantly to Arthur's 
room. 

He was lying in bed in the same attitude 
in which she had first seen him, perfectly mo- 
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tionless^ with half-closed eyes. Hìs servaot 
stood by watching him ; the teara ruauing 
down hia cheeks. 

"Be compoaed/' said Beatrice in a loir 
voice, aa ahe approached, '' If we can keep 
down fever, your master may do well. You must 
expect to see him mach exhausted just now.^' 

" Alas ! madam/' replied the man, *^ I dread 
his regaining hia senses more than alL It has 
been a cruel business ; and the worst is stili to 



come/' 



Then withdrawing from the vicinity of the 
patient, he poured forth a narrative of the 
causes which had led to his present condition ; 
and Beatrice gathered what she had from the 
first suspected. Arthur had fallen by the hand 
of his wife's seducer ! She now recoUected, 
as Harris' story proceeded, that Helen had 
written to her in the beginning of the previous 
winter, an account of Arthur's having paired 
ofiT for the approaching sessipn of Parliament 
with another member, and having gone abroad 
with his wife ; it was alleged, on purpose to 
remove her from the attentions of an admirer 
more unscrupulous than any of the hundreds 
who had hitherto danced attendance on her. 
This was the Duke of Templeford, a man seven 
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or eight years her own junior; and one of the 
most accomplished amongst the young nobilitar 
of the day. But Lady Mountjoye, in her 
thirty-first year, was stili in the rery prime and 
flower of her rare beauty^ and skilled in the 
employment of her stili rarer art of fascination^ 
to a degree whieh no younger woman could 
have been. This noble lover was a very slave 
at her feet ; he could not live without her ; 
and he follo wed her to Naples^ and subsequently 
to Rome^ where during the past season her own 
and Arthur's domestic nnhàppiness haid reached 
a pitch hitherto unknown ; and the Duke^s 
devotion to her become matter of public noto- 
riety. Her husband^ once the object of a 
passion equally violent on her part, she had 
now leamed almost to hate^ and to treat with 
the most marked neglect. 

" My master/' said Harris, '' has been far 
from strong during the past winter and spring. 
He had several severe attacks of fever at 
Rome, I have no doubt brought on^ or aggra- 
vated, by distress of mind ; and my lady has 
lefìt him, night after night, left him ili in bed, 
or confined to the sofà, when he needed some 
one to be with him even more, to go out to 
those balls where she met the Duke I At last 
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the affair became so public that he could stand 
it no longer. He brought my lady off to 
Venice at a day's notice^ and his Grace fol* 
lowed her there privately. Mr. Bertram waa 
taken with one of these sudden illnesses soon 
after our arrivai ; and they seized that oppor- 
tunity to meet and arrange their elopement. 
He rose from his sick-bed to follow them V^ 

It appeared that in spite of the almost 
superhuman exertions which the injured hus- 
band had made to overtake the culprits^ they 
would have kept the start which they had gained 
of him, but for an accident which had hap- 
pened to their carriage. He carne up with 
them half-way between Mittiwald and Stirzing. 
His wife and he did not meet. Lady Mount- 
joye had taken shelter in a chalet until the 
damage could he repaired ; and Arthur^ half 
frantic from a senso of his wrongs, had com- 
pelled the seducer to fight^ though withont 
seconds^ and contrary to his wishes. Harris 
described the grìef and horror of the young 
nobleman as extreme^ when, after firing in the 
air the first time^ his adversary had forced 
him to the second and more fatai shot ; and it 
appeared to Beatrice from ali that he said^ that 
in the present case the partner of the Duke's 
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guilt was the most deeply involved in sin of 
the two. 

It was now necessary that Sir Thomas Ber- 
tram should be apprised of the late disgraceful 
eveuts^ and of the precarìous state of his son ; 
and this^ one of the points on which Harris 
requested advice^ Beatrice begged him to do 
without delay^ so that the letter might be for- 
warded by the next courier who should come 
that way. Eveuing was now drawing on ; and 
having for a little while quitted the unconscious 
sufferer, and seen her children in their beds^ 
Beatrice sent Meta to desire Harris^ who had 
not been in bed since his master and he left 
Venice, to retire to rest without loss of tìme, 
so as to recruit his strength against a period 
when he might be more wanted than he was at 
present. Mrs. Sumner herself^ and Antonio^ 
would watch in Mr. Bertram's room tliat night ; 
and Meta would be in the opposite chamber, 
within cali, if she were required. To this, 
after some demur, the faithful servant at last 
agreed. The house sunk to quiet and stillness^ 
and Beatrice, — her Bible and Prayer-Book 
beside her, took her station by the side of 
Arthur's bed; while Antonio, by her orders, 
laid himself, wrapped in his cloak, upon the 
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mats at the other end of the room^ and was 
speedily asleep. 

Beatrice was alone ; alone^ a widovr^ with 
the worse than widowed friend and lover of her 
early days. Thus they were again brought 
together ! And as she'sat perusing by the 
thaded light the alteration in that countenance^ 
80 long the load-star of her existence^ the 
change in its expression, — the lines which care 
and error and a reckless life had traced there, 
—40 that it almost seemed to wear the aspect of 
^'Archangel ruined/^ a tide, a very flood of 
bitter^ desolating memories swept over her 
soni I From first to last^ — from their fir»t 
encounter, a boy and girl,* in the library at 
Kingsconnell, on — on — to the last, the very 
last, — the miserable, thrice-miserable meeting 
and parting in the school-room at the Grange^ 
ali their life of love passed in review before 
her. Then she recalled that hideous incident 
in the Colosseum, and shuddered; and then 
her eye rested on that pale inanimate face, and 
she thought of ali that Harris had just been 
telling her. 

" And she could leave you, Arthur V she 
said. ^'She who once professed to love you 
could leave you, ili and suffering, could for-^ 
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sake and disgrace you at last ! Oh I she could 
never bave loved you, never as I did, whom 
you left for ber. And now I bave been brought 
by the mysterious guiding of Providence, to 
succour you in your desolation. Might but 
my prayers be beard on your behalf, Arthur, 
they would cali down peace to that wounded 
spirit, and bring back those erring footsteps to 
the batter path." 

And as the thought crossed ber mind, she 
knelt down by bis bed-side, and in a low voice, 
with fervent devotion, offered up some of the 
Ghurch^s holy prayers for the sick. She had 
fancied Arthur unconscious, but at the conclu- 
8Ìon of the sacred office, as she stili knelt in 
silent supplication, she felt one of ber banda 
gently pressed by his left band, that belonging 
to the unwounded arm, which had been lying 
on the quilt. Rising from ber knees, she 
bent over him. His eyes continued closed, but 
as she raised his head upon ber arm for the 
purpose of oflfering him a resterà ti ve draught, 
of which he swallowed a few drops, he suddenly 
opened them, and looked ber earnestly in the 
face. But Beatrice was much altered; she 
knew she was. There could be but little to 
recali the beaming countenance and dancing 
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ringlets of the girl^ in the pale^ calm^ serene^ 
but grief-worn face of the widow, with ita 
shrouding cap and straight bands of hair ; and 
it did not surprìse her, though it gave her an 
unreasonable^ raomentaiy pang/ that in his 
languid and exhausted state^ Arthur failed to 
recognise her. His eyes again closed heavily, 
and a deep sigh escaped him. Then, after 
lying for a few n\inutes silente he spoke in a 
low, faint^ scarce-audible voice, to ask where 
he was, where Harris was, and what had hap- 
pened ? 

'^You are at Mittiwald/' whispered Bea- 
trice, in reply. "You bave been ili, and 
Harris has been with you ali day. I desired 
him to go to bed now, and let me watch by 
you V 

" And you, who are so kind to me,'' said 
Arthur, " may I ask your name ? 1 ought to 
know that voice/' 

"To-morrow," replied Beatrice, in the 
same low tone, strìving to restrain the hyste- 
rical affectìon in her throat, which almost im- 
peded her speecb ''to-morrow you may ask 
more, but not to-night. You must not talk, 
nor must I talk to you." 

" How did I come bere ?" resumed Arthur, 



^w^ 
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raising his hand with a bewildered air to bis 

forehead, " I bave a recoUection ^^ 

Terrified for the consequences of his recall- 
ing the dark recoUections of the past days. 
Beatrice iaterrupted him by an entreaty that 
he would talk no more just then. He yielded, 
too ili and eonfused in mind to think long con- 
nectedly, and with ber band elasped in bis^ 
presently sunk into a broken and feverisb 
slumber^ while sbe watched beside^ eyer and 
anon lifting ber heart in fervent prayer. 



336 KING8C0NN£LL. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

"Nun wolilan! Es ist vollbraeht! 
Durch dea' Schlussea schauer Nacht, 
Sey gepriesen, Ew'ge Machtl 
Oefiiie dich, du stille Klause, 
Denn die Ahnfrau kebr't naeh Hause?*' 



fi 



Now farewell ! My weird ia done f 
Time Ì8 o*er, and rest ia won. 
Through this fearful clcsing hour, 
Be Thou praised, Eternai Power! 
Ope thy doorsi thou tranquil dome. 
The Aueestress returneth home." 

F. Grillfabzbk. 



The solitaiy watch of Beatrice by Arthur^» 
bed terminated without any farther intercourse 
between them, but early in the forenoon Harris 
carne to ber to say that the young surgeon^s 
report of the wound was rather more favourable, 
and that bis master, who felt easier at present, 
bad questioned bim respecting the lady who 
had been with bim during the night, seeming 
at first to fancy that the circurastance was 
only a dream, and on finding that it was reality 
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faad desired hìm to ask if slie would bave the 
kindness to come to hìm. 

"Did yoa mention my name to Mr. Ber- 
tram ? '' asked Beatrice, prepariug to accom- 
pany him. 

" I did not, Ma'am/^ he replied, as he 
ushered her into the darkened room. 

Beatrice, her eyes unaccustomed to the 
obscurity, could distingaish notbing cleariy on 
first approachìng the bed in which Arthur 
lay, a little raised by pillows from bis recumbcnt 
posture. To her low whisper of enquiry how 
he felt, the only answer he returned was by 
graspìng her band tigbtly, — and then after a 
moment's pause, desiring Harris to withdraw 
part of the curtain that shaded the window. 

"And then,^' he added, "you may go, 
Harris, until I want you again." 

Harris obeyed, and as the additional ligbt 
cntered the apartment, Arthur, drawing ber 
closer to him, directed a long, earnest gaze 
upon her face; then, dropping her band, 
covered iiis eyes with bis own, and sank back 
with a groan of agony. 

" It is, — it is ! '' he exclaimed. " I knew 
it was no one else. Beatrice ! oh. Beatrice ! " 

" Yes, Arthur, yes, it is Beatrice ! '^ sbe 
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said, bendiug over him. " Do not turn away 
from me. Let me try to be a comfort to you, 
Arthur." Her tears fell fast on bis pillow. 

It was long before he answered ber, — save 
by convulsive sobs, and by taking her band 
once more, and covering it with kisses. Dread- 
ing the eflfects of bis violent agitation^ she 
would bave summoned bis servante and left 
hira, but he so eamestly entreated her to stay, 
that she had not the beart to refuse ; and by 
slow degrees he became more calm^ and lay 
for some ti me silent, bis eyes intently fixed 
upon her. 

'^ Strange ? " he at last said, — ^^ that I 
should ever bave doubted it ! Now that sweet 
face is distinct before me as ever, — only so 
pale, so sad! — that mournful dress ! IIow 
carne you bere, my Beatrice ? " 

"I am on my way to England^ Arthur, 
Trith my children/^ she replied. 

" Your children ! " he exclaimed. " Oh ! 
bring them bere. Let me see your children V^ 

"Another time, dear Arthur, when you 
are better,^' she said ; " not to-day." 

" When ? '* he replied with mournful em- 
phasis. '' Teli me. Beatrice,^' he added after 
a pause; — "many thingshave taken place smce 
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we parted! Your life — was it happy? — Was 

vour ^^ 

'' My husband^ Arthur ? ^^ said Beatrice in a 
low voice. '' Yes, he was very kind to me. I 
loved him dearly. I am very desolate now.^' 

" Thank God that it was so/' he ejaculated. 
"We both had our deserts. You bave been 
avenged, Beatrice ! 1 bave met with my 
punishment.^' 

"Do not talk of that, Arthur. Do not 
talk of my being avenged. I wanted no ven- 
geance." 

" There are some things," he said, " some 
things that I must talk of, while I can. There 
is much that I want to teli you now." 

" Do not attempt it, Arthur, 1 entreat you. 
You will excite yourself, and bring on fever. 
Do not try to talk of the miserable past. It 
is forgiven, Arthur, fully, entirely. It never 
was otherwise.'^ 

" Beatrice,'* he said, — "you loved me once, 
did you not ? " 

" Well you know it, Arthur ! Too well. It 
was a love that never could be forgotten, — 
never has been." 

" But you doubted my love for you ? You 
must bave done so. Let me speak. Beatrice ; 

q2 
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it will be the greatest relief ! Let me teli yon 
ali. I do not say that it will extenuate one of 
my tbousand sìns^ but it will at least show you 
that you did not fling away the priceless trea- 
sure of your affection upon a wretch insensible 
of the blessing.'^ 

And in spite of ber dissuasives to the con- 
trary, he went on ; beginning from the period 
of bis mother's discovery of their mutuai 
regard^^and detailing ali the subsequent bistory 
of bis own acts of foUy and guilt^ which had 
placed it in the power of bis parents to fetter 
him as they had done. He attempted no 
excuse for himself^ — inculpated no one else^ 
and owned that for the last and crowning act 
of madness — bis declaration to Mary Adair^ 
no palliative could be oflFered, — none for bis 
subsequent offence^ — none save the miserable 
one of bis having given bimself up to the 
ungovernable impulse of passion. 

"But, Beatrice/^ he said, when with many 
intervals, — many pauses from exbaustion, ìvb 
had at last brought bis confession to a close, 
— "my heart was always yours. Wherever 
lower feelings might impel me, you were the 
object of my first, last, real lore. It is yain, 
and worse than yain, to teli you so now. My 
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love brought you nothìng but sorrow ; bat I 
could not bear^ wretch as I bave been^ that you 
should retain thè impression which my conduct 
must bave given you," 

''Do not say it ia vain to teli it me^ 
Arthur," answered Beatrice^ weeping. "AH 
tfaings are endurable but that one, — the thought 
of having given away affection that has neither 
been valued nor desìred, Now I can once 
more feel that thére is no shame in having 
loved you as I did." 

During the remainder of that day and 
night, and the day foUowing, Arthur continued 
comparati vely free from pain and fever. Though 
too completely worn out by the excitement of 
the moming to converse much through the 
latter part of the day, he entreated Beatrice 
to remain beside him. 

" You do not know," he said, — " the peace, 
— the soothing sensation it gives me to look 
at your face, my own Beatrice. It seems to 
me like that of an angel, so pure, — so calm, — 
so holy I Ali evil thoughts fiy from before it. 
But I fear I am selfish in asking you to stay 
wìth me? I little — little deserve it." 

''Do not say so, Arthur," she replied. 
'' You do not know the comfort it is to me to 
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be of any use to you. I am happy— truly 
happy to remain by you/' 

And she dìd so^ with short intervals^ 
throu^out the day; and at night ere she 
left him^ read at bis request^ the Psalms for 
the evenìng, and once more^ kneeling by bis 
bed, repeated the prayers of the previous night. 
On the foUowing morning^ at bis renewed re- 
quest^ she brought him ber children^ who stood 
by him in that silent awe with which the hush 
and dimness of a sick chamber inspire the 
young. Arthur gazed earnestly at them. 

" This boy is very like you, Beatrice ! " he 
said. 

" God bless you, dear boy, and grant that 
the resemblance may extend farther than your 
face ! " He kissed the little fellow, and then 
drew bis young sister towards him. '' She too 
is like you. What is your name, dear child ? 
Beatrice ? — May God bless you. Beatrice ! '' 

The little girl never forgot the embrace, 
which accompanied these words, or the tear 
which found its way to ber soft young cheek, 
as it was pressed dose to that of ^^ the poor 
dear gentleman with such beautiful eyes, who 
said he was mamma's old friend.^' Beatrice 
witbdrew ber cbildren ; and left Arthur for a 
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time^ as Harris had told her that he had de- 
sired him to bring writing materials, and write 
some letters for him which brooked no longer 
delay. The man obeyed^ though trembling 
for the consequences. He became stili more 
uneasy \7hen he found that one of them was 
to be addressed to his master^s London solicitor, 
desiring that legai proceedings against his 
faithless \7Ìfe should immediately be instituted. 
The other was to a friend in Venice, an English 
gentleman ; on the subject of various arrange- 
ments which he was requested^ as a matter of 
kindness^ to undertake^ regarding the trans- 
mission to himsclf of the personal effeets which 
he had left there^ — the dismissal of servants, 
etc., and the coUecting and despatching to 
Lady Mountjoye^ of what should be found be- 
longing to her. The letters were eoncluded^ 
but the state of agitatiou and excitement into 
which the recollections aroused by the last 
named one^ threw the injured husband^ was 
productive of the most disastrous effeets. Às 
evening approached^ he became very ill^ and 
before night he was in a high fever^ and 
delirious. 

For three days and nights after this^ Bea- 
trice scarcely for a quarter of an hour at a 
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lime quitted the bed-side of Arthur. Thougli 
ìnsisting OQ his own servant accepting the oc- 
casionai relief of an exchange with her's, she 
herself could not bear to leave the sufferer. 
He clung to her presence; her voice would 
cairn his wildest paroxysms ; her band, pressed 
to his throbbing temples^ seemed to cool the 
fire that scorcbed them ; her arm, supporting 
and raising him^ alleviated the restlessness of 
fever. He always appeared to recognise ber; 
and repeatedly was ber beart wrung by some 
allusion whicb he would make in his wan- 
derings, to their early days of love and bap- 
piness, shewing bow indelibly their memory 
was imprinted on bis beart. Meanwhile^ ali 
her own unforgotten, though buried aflFection, 
ali the deep tenderness of her nature^ was 
revived by Artbnr^s sufferings^ bis belplessness^ 
and his dependence upon ber; and she felt 
wretched if compelled to be any time away 
from bim. The attentions of the young Prench 
surgeon during this perioda were unremitting ; 
and Harris, wbohad had considerable experienee^ 
felt satìsfied that ali which skìU and care could 
do^ was dono for bis master. But it was 
manifest to bim, even after the violence of 
this attack was completely subdued^ that no 
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ground was gained. The wound in the shoulder 
did not dose. It continued inflamed and very 
painfol^ and a state of \ow fever was thas kept 
up in the system^ which no preventive measures 
seemed to reach ; and which occasioned a 
wasting of strength that begaa to assume a 
very serious aspect. The life which Arthur 
had led, — one of strong excitement^ — too often 
of ezcess^ — which, although it had never sunk 
to the depth of actual degradation, had been 
in the highest degree pemicious to a frame 
and temperament so excitable as his, had ag- 
gravated his constitutional tendency to fever; 
and the state of his health during the previous 
winter had been such as would bave caused 
him to fall an easy victim to a mischief much 
less serious than the present. He had in fact, 
as his servant told Beatrice, arisen from the 
bed of serious indisposition to pursue his 
faithless wife and her seducer ; and it was only 
the energy of fever which had sustained him 
during the headlong journey. This false ex- 
citement had now disappeared. His mind was 
calmer, clearer, more acute on ali points than 
it had been silice the beginning of that illness ; 
but there was a sinking in his bodily frame 
which daily became more pamfully evident to 

q3 



346 KiNOSCONNELt* 

Harris ; who now began^ in intense anxiety^ io 
count the days iintil it vas possible for Sir 
Thomas to be vith bis son ; and to *reflect 
Vith dismay^ that even supposing him to set 
off instantly on receipt of the letter, for another 
fortnight it was hopeless to expect him. 

It was the evening cf the tenth day from 
Arthur's arrivai at Mittiwald; a glorìously 
warm and bright one ; and weary of bed, he 
had been laid upon a couch which had been 
contrived near the window of his room, looking 
ont upon the lovely valley of the Eisach. 
Here, wrapped in his dressing-gown, and his 
head resting on the shoulder of Beatrice, who 
sat by supporting him, he lay for a while 
gasing in silence on the exquisite scene without, 
then, as if fatigued, closed his eyes with a 
sigh. 

'' You are tired and faint, dearest Arthur," 
said Beatrice. " Should you like to be moved 
to bed again.'' 

"No," he answered, *'I am not tired. 
But you are, my beloved. I bave given you 
so much fatigue and trouble ! " 

" Do not talk so, Arthur," she gently an- 
swered. " You know how it grieves me." 

" I will not then," he said ; " and it will 
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not be for long now. The sands are nearly 
run out/' 

" My Arthur ! oh ! do not dream of such 
things! Please God, you will recover, and 
take warning by the moumful past. Please 
God, you will live long, to ^serve Him better 
than you bave done/^ 

^' No, Beatrice, my time is out, I feel it. 
It is no imagination. I feel my life ebbing 
away. I bave lived it ali, and lived it fast, 
and it is escaping from me now, that my eyes 
are opened to its guilt and weakness. I am 
not to be permitted any time to retrieve my 
misdeeds. It has been one long mistake, — a 
life of lofty aims, — once, long ago, it was ! and 
of defeated purposes. Should you. Beatrice, 
in our old happy days, ever bave anticìpated 
what my end would be ? " 

Beatrice could not answer ; she was weeping 
silently. Well she remembered these days, and 
the agony of recalling them now was too much 
even for ber quiet fortitude. 

'^ It may be so ordered in mercy," he added, 
^^ I bave sinned against light and knowledge, in 
despite of the love of an angel, and the counsels 
and prayers of one who is now a saint inParadìse. 
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What cause bave I to dream that the Future 
urould be better tlian the Past ? There is no 
safety save in deatb^ for one Itke me. My own 
Beatrice I do net weep so bitterly. Let it be 
a consolation to you througb after years — and 
God send you many of pcace, if not of happi- 
ness — that you bave been a ministering spirit 
of love and mercy in this hour of utmost needj 
to him who must otherwìse bave gone to a grave 
of darkness and despair/^ 

Strugglìng to restrain ber sobs^ Beatrice 
pressed ber lips to bis forehead. "Arthur," 
sbe at last found voice to say, *'We are left to 
ourselves, cast upon our own prayers alone; 
and we know that we bave an ever-present, ever- 
bearing God and Saviour to wbom to pray ; but 
oh ! that He bad been pleased in mercy to send 
one of His especial ministers to our aid in this 
bour — toc truly of utmost need ! My Arthur ! 
bave you found peace 7 Have you sought it in 
penitence ?" 

" I bave tried to • seek it. Beatrice," he 
answered in a low and faltering voice,—" but 
ray soni is very dark ; my beart fails me in 
gazing into the unknown state vrbich I am so 
rapidly approachiug. My sins lie heavy on my 



■^mw 



KIN09C0NNELL. 849 

Gonscieuce. Pray with me^ Beatrice 1 I love 
to bear it. And pray for me^ dearest 1 for I 
sorely need your prayers." 

Beatrice did pray with him^ as she was wont 
to do night and moruing^ and often through 
the long day of suffering^ as he had strength to 
bear it. And long^ long that night^ ere she lay 
down to ber short and interrupted rest^ broken 
by repeated visits to the door of bis room^ 
to listen if there were any sound within^ — long 
and fervently did she pour forth ber supplications 
for Arthur; — supplications which received an 
immediate and strangely unlooked-for answer. 

While Meta was assisting ber to dress ou 
the foUowing morning, she informed ber mis- 
tress that a party of travellers had arrived the 
previous evening, from the German side ; and 
that one of them^ a Pfarrer^ from bis dress and 
mien^ walking ont in the garden^ had met her 
there with the cbildren ; and seeming struck 
with their appearance^ had stopped to speak to 
them^ in English ; had been much moved on 
hearing the name of their mother^ and wben 
told that she was engaged at that time in the 
sick-room of a fnend, had informed Meta that 
he hoped to be permitted to bave an interview 
with her in the morning. Her friend, Mr. 
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Grant^ was the person whose name immedi&teljr 
occurred to Beatrice on hearing thìs^ although 
she had supposed that he was long since settled 
athome; and catchìng with gratitude at the 
idea of meeting with a clergyman^ she sent 
Meta to request that the stranger would speak 
with her as soon after breakfast as the saal 
should be comparatively unoccupied. 

On enterìng that apartment^ accordingly^ 
when iuformed that this was the case^ Beatrice 
perceived the person she carne to meet stand- 
ing by one of the Windows, with his back 
towards her j but a glance sufficed to show that 
he was a much older man than Mr. Grant ; and 
she paused in some perplexity; when the 
stranger, turning round and perceiving her, 
advanced with both hands extended. For a 
moment Beatrice stood speechless, confused by 
the sight of grey, nearly white, hair, and a 
countenance so much more aged than her re- 
coUections pictured it ; then^ with an electric 
shock, as it were, of recognition, sprang for- 
ward to grasp the hands of — Mr. Carmichael ! 

The rush of painful and agitating recollec- 
tions, on both sides, rendered speech for some 
time impossible to either. But at last Beatrice 
recovered her composure sufficiently to inquire 
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how it happeDed that ber old friend and she 
were brought together in tbis uniikely place ? 
Tbe reply filled ber witb wonder^ tbankfulness^ 
and awe, in considering tbe mysterious work- 
ings of God's Providence. Mr. Carmicbael 
informed ber tbat some tbree or four years 
after be bad quitted tbe Cburcb of Scotland^ 
bis eyes bad gradually become opened to tbe 
tendency of tbe opinions wbicb bad indueed 
bim to do so. He looked back, be said^ on 
Edward Irving, be regarded most of bis living 
foUowers^ as men of tbe boliest lives and most 
devoted piety ; but be perceived tbat tbeir ideal 
cast of mìnd^ and internai dissatisfaction with 
the Communion to wbicb tbey belonged, — tbeir 
perception^ in sbort^ of tbe ultimate tendencies 
of Calvinism in doctrine and Cburcb*polity^ bad 
betrayed tbem into wild, unprofitable, and irre- 
verent mysticism ; to wbicb, wben tbe buman 
mind bas once yielded up its reasoning facul- 
ties, it is impossìble to guess tbe deptbs of 
error into wbicb it may be betrayed. He bad, 
be said^ become warned in time; and in bu- 
miliation, prayer, and peniteuce, bad retraced 
bis steps. He was now an ordained minister of 
tbe Cburcb of England, — :in wbose boly bosom 
bis long-troubled, long-dissatisfied spìrit bad 
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found^ at last^ the rest and sure anchor of con» 
fidence after wbìch ìt had toiled and aspired in 
yain for years. And the remainder of a life so 
largely tinctured with error, and so darkened 
by the recoUection of having aided to bewilder 
the minds of othera^ he wished to dedicate 
entirely to the service of God. He had obtaìned 
an appointment to one of the Church^s most 
distant Indian missions ; and in the course of a 
couple of months meant to embark at Trieste^ 
for the over-land ronte, then recently està- 
blished. The interrai he destined to be spent 
in the Tyrol and the North of Itaiy. He had 
arrived at Mittiwald in company with several 
travellers^ with whom he had made the voyage 
down the Bhine ; but bere they were to part^ 
for bis chance companions were bound direct for 
Italy. and he wished to remain a little while 
where he was. 

'^ This place/' he said, " is endeared to me 
by one of the brightest and most precious 
recoUections of my past life ; for here^ two-and- 
twenty years ago^ I spent some time in making 
excursions among the monntains^ with my be- 
loved friend William Bertram^ then a boy 
of seventeen ; a creature of snch promise^— so 
every way engaging, as is seldom to be met 
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wìth. His spirìt will seem to walk by luy side 
in the scenes which we bave so frequently tra- 
versed together. And in the intense longing 
which possessed me to pass the last days of my 
European existence here^ I trace the finger 
of a manifest Pruvidence ; since it has enabled 
me to meet once more, with one whose imago 

has never departed from my memory^ and 

never will while life endures.'^ 

'' There is more cause to say so than you 
now guess/^ said Beatrice, solemnly. '' The 
band of God, dear Mr. Carmichael, has led you 
hither at this moment. You bave work to do 
of which you little dreamt when you yielded to 
your wish of coming/' 

Words were vain to describe the awe-struck 
amazement, the grief, the horror, with which 
Mr. Carmichaei board the tale sbe now un- 
folded. And when, some timo after their inter- 
view was over, and Arthur, who appeared 
somewbat stronger that day, bad been prepared 
to see bim, he was ushered into the sick-cham- 
ber, his firmness, tried as it was, completely 
deserted bim. As he approached, and beheld 
his beloved pupil, — the lovely and attractive 
boy, — ^the beautiful youth, — ^the fascinating and 
accomplisbedman, — who througb ali bissinsand 
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folliea had preserved his early hold upon the 
heart of his preceptor, extended on his bed,— 
pile, wasted^ and feeble; as he looked on him^ 
supported by her whose devoted affection he 
had so cruelly requited^ now brought in her 
lonely widowhood io tend the dying couch 
of her first love;— and thought of the cause in 
which he had fallen, — the blight of his man* 
hood^ — the ruined hopes of his family, — Mr. 
CarmichaeFs fortitude gave way. He returned 
in silence the pressure of Àrthur's emaciated 
hand^ and sinking into a chair^ hid his face^ and 
sobbed audibly. But a fervent internai prayer 
for strength^ enabled him in a few minutes to 
conquer his emotion^ and speak with calmness 
to the sufferer. Ànd from that hour the pre- 
sence of this devoted servant of his Heavenly 
Master became a blessing to whose vaine no 
words could do justice. Day by day, as the dying 
man slowly but surely drew nearer to the dark 
portals of the Eternai world, — ^under the 
blessing of God upon the counsels, the exhorta- 
tionS; and the prayers of His minister, the 
shadows of hopelessness and self-upbraiding 
despair cleared off his soni ; and Beatrice, in 
devout gratitude, compared to which that she 
might bave felt in watching his return to 
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health^ and strength^ and prolonged days ou 
earth, would bave been faint and weak^ noted 
the graduai restoration of his Maker's darkened 
image in his heart, and on her knees returned 
thanks iliat Arthur >vas indeed a penitent. 

It was near the end of the seeond week 
since Mr. Carmichael^s arrivai at Mittiwald^ 
and an evening of glorious beauty and warmth. 
Por the last two days, Arthur had been very 
ili. His weakness had been estreme, and he 
had been seized with repeated fainting-fits, but 
this afternoon he had rallied considerably, and 
desired to be moved to the temporary sofà near 
the window. This was done; and at his 
request. Beatrice again brought him her 
children, who had repeatedly been his visitors 
during his illness. She did not permit them 
to remain long, and it struck her that his 
manner of taking leave of them was even 
more than usually full of tender solemnity, 
That it must bave been so, she was subsequently 
convinced by the impression which it made on 
the children themselves, who repeatedly, and 
long afterwards, recurred to it. She quitted 
the room with them, and Arthur was left alone 
with Mr. Carmichael, who sat in moumful 
silence by the head of his couch. 
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''Dear Carmichael/' said Arthur to him 
after a few minutes pause^ " it is my impres- 
sion that I shall not live to see my father^ and 
there are various directions that I should have 
wished to give. Will you, who have been so 
strangely mingled in the closing scenes of ali 
our doomed race^ do me this service^ and write 
down what I want to say to him V 

Mr. Carmichael at once assented; and 
placing himself^ with writing materials^ dose 
by Arthur^ took down his last instructions ; 
which were brief^ but minute^ and compre- 
hended an ampie provision for his faìthful 
servant Harris^ and tokens of remembrance 
to his parents^ his sister^ and many personal 
friends. Amongst other things^ a number of 
books, which he particularized^ were directed 
to be given to the children of Beatrice Sumner, 
as memorials of theìr mother's friend; and 
there was a miniature picture of himself^ which 
had been painted for his faithless wife before 
their marriage^ and which he believed would 
be found amongst the jewels she had not taken 
with her from home. If so found^ it waa 
ordered to be sent to Beatrice. 

*' There are many of my books^ Carmichael/' 
he said^ when the list was concluded^ ^' of which 



KINGSCONNELL. 357 

I sliouid bave wished to request your accept- 
auce^ in remembrance of me; but you are 
goìng away^ whicb will render it difficult. Let 
me name them ; and they caa be retaìned till 
you return, or send for them/^ 

" I shall not return ;" said Mr. CarmìcbaeK 
" I require no memorial of you, Arthur. Do 
not suppose that I am likely to forget you/' 

*^Wear this, then, for my sake and that 
of another better wórth remembering/' said 
Arthur, taking from one of bis fiugers a seal- 
ring containing bis brother William^s hair in 
the inside. '' It has never left my band till 
now ; but it is tìme it did, for it has dropped 
off repeatedly of late. You will remember 
this night at Mittiwald when you look at it, a9 
well as the old days at Kingsconnell.'^ ^ 

" I shall remember them indeed," said Mr. 
Carmichael in a half-stifled voice, as he trans- 
ferred the ring from the wasted band whicb 
held it, to bis own. Oh I Arthur, Arthur ! has 
it come to this ?" 

"Yes, dear friend^ to this it has come;" 
replied Arthur. "This violent death in a 
foreign land, — this blighted existence, and dis- 
honoured marriage-bed, — this memory stained 
with sin and excess ; — this is the end of the 
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promise of my youth, its ardent hopes, ita 
bright aspirations; of your instructìons^ and 
of the love and prayers of my saìnted brother." 

" But yet not the end, Arthur. Look up, — 
up to the Cross, and beyond the grave. You 
bave been enabled to do so?'^ 

'' Yes, thanks be to God, and you, and that 
angel of mercy; I bave, Carmichael. But 
there are dark hours stili, when sach a flood of 
torturing recoUections comes across me, that 
my very soul gives way beneath the agony of 
remorse. It is strange,^' he pursued after a 
few minutes' àilence, — "strange what vivid 
pictures of distant objects rise before one in 
sickness, — in the silence and darkness of the 
night I Last night I had such a disti'nct 
vision — not a dream, — ^for I was not asleep, — 
of that picture at Kingsconnell, — that fated 
picture — my likeness V 

Mr. Carmichael felt a cold shiver come 
over him, but he was sìlent ; and Arthur went 

on, in a low dreamy tone. " And then I 

seemed to be standing on the site of the old 
burial ground of Kirk Bingan's. I saw the 
trees, with their rich heavy foliage, as plainly 
as I see youder' rocks and mountains at this 
moment. It was a warning of my approach- 
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ing end^ no doubt^ Carmichael. The doom of 
the Bertrams is well-nigh accomplished now. 
My poor, poor father ! my mother I my poor 
Emily !" 

" God help them, indeed !" ejaculated Mr. 
Carmichael. 

'^ And you, who have been with ray father 
through ali those former hours^ — who brought 
him the tidings of Hugh's untimely fate^ and 
stood by William's blessed death-bed — you 
will again be beside him^ now that the cup is 
full. Could I but dare to hope that your mi- 
nistrations might afibrd him the comfort they 
have done me^ I should anticipate his sufferings 
with less dread than I do?' 

"The grace of God is all-suflScient," said 
Mr. Carmichael. " To Him we must commit 
it." 

On the foUowing day, Mr. Carmichael ad- 
ministered the Holy Communion to Arthur. 
Beatrice, with her maid, who was a Protestant, 
and his own servant, partook with him of the 
blessed rite. After it was over he sunk into a 
calm sleep, which lasted till near evening. 
Beatrice, who had watched by him during his 
slumber, remained with him stili. He did not 
ask to be removed from his bed that evening, 
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but lay, propped up by pillows, bis eyes fixed 
on ber face^ and ber band clasped in bis. But 
few words passed between tbem^ — till tbe nigbt 
began to fall ; and Harris brougbt ligbts into 
tbe room. 

'^ Beatrice^ dearest 1'^ said Artbur^ and tbe 
tone of bis voice sounded bollow and cbanged, 
"Beatrice, will you remain witb me? Will 
you not leave me to-nigbt f Carmicbael, will 
you too stay bere ?" 

Botb assured bim tbat tbey would. " It 
will be your last nigbt's watcb, my Beatrice ;" 
be added. " May you be blessed for ali your 
love and tenderness V 

He was again for à considerable time silent ; 
and Beatrice, tbrougb tbe slowly-gatbering 
tears wbicb dimmed ber eyes, sat gazing on 
bim, and noting tbe alteration in bis face since 
first sbe bad watcbed bim on tbat very spot. 
Tbe lines of trouble, — ^tbe dark, sad, restless 
expression wbicb tben bad dimmed its beauty, 
were gone ; and in bis dying bour tbe coun- 
tenance of Artbur bad regained tbe expression 
of bis early and bappy days, — only pervaded 
by a calm, a repose, wbicb recalled tbe angelic 
looks of William, wben bis end drew near. 
Tbe same resemblance struck Mr. Carmicbael, 
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who felt it to be a token that the spirit was 
hovering on the Terge of its release. But 
neither of them uttered a word^ till Arthur 
spoke again. 

"Beatrice," he said, "I dreamt a little 
while ago of the Kingsconnell woods, — and 
our old seat beneath the lixue-tree. You will 
reirisit it, dearest, when you return home, and 
think of me?" 

"Yes, Arthur," she replied, "then and 
eyer." 

"Then, my beloved, — we shall be indeed 
united. Then my errors will be remembered 
with forgiveness alone. Carmichaell" His 
friend drew near, and he fervently blessed and 
thanked him for ali his kindness. " Let the 
remembrance of this hour," he said, "be a 
precious thought to look back upon when your 
own time shall come, dear friend ! Is Harris 
bere ?" 

" Here, my beloved master !" said his 
servant, approaching him and weeping bitterly. 
Arthur, holding out his band to him, bade him 
a solemn and affectionate farewell. " One thing 
more," he said, after a brief silence. " Car- 
michael, teli my father that if she ever care to 
bear it, I forgave ber on my death-bed, as I 

YOL. III. B 
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trust to be forgiv^i. I have too often 1nk)nged 
her. Beatrice^ dearest^ come dose to me. I 
do not see you clearly/' 

'^ I am here, beloved ! '* whispered she, 
pressing her lips uponhis cheek. '^Arthur I are 
you at peace/^ 

''At peace^ — perfect peace, — ^in my Re- 
deemer ! '^ he replied in a low distinct voice — 
" there is no more darkness now.*^ 

'' Let US pray l '^ said Mr. , Carmichael. 
And kneeling by the bed, he oflFered up the com- 
mendatory Prayer for the Departing. Then^ in 
Bolemn stillness^ they stood by and watched the 
last ebbing of the tide of life ; the slow sinking^ 
— light and consciousness fading £rom the 
eyes, — the feint gasping breath^ — the last 
awful sound that precedes dissolution^ — the 
momentary struggle^ — the settling down upon 
the inanimate countenance of the final ^^rapture 
of repose/' 

'' Oh Lord I we thank Thee ! ^' ejaculated 
Mr. Carmichael. " The soul of Thy penitent 
servant hath entered into Thy rest ! 



yf 



On the following evening Beatrice was 
kneeling in prayer by that now quiet bed 
where she had watched so long. To say that 
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• 

her agonÌ9Ìng tears had flowed^ that her heai'fc 
lay crushed and bleeding, — under the first 
bitterness of tliis bereavement, — ^were only to 
aay tliat sihe was a woman^ mouming for him 
who had been the lover of her youth. iBut 
ali this agony «he knew would have its day, 
and the gratitnde remain behind ; the thank- 
fulness for that mercy which even at the 
eleventh hour had saved him. Nor even in 
the first depth of her affliction would she have 
recalled him to life. He was better, happier, 
— ^where «in and temptation could cross his 
path no more. And from her inmost soul she 
acknowledged the deep truth which these words 
convey, — 

" He bides with us who dies ; — he is but lost who lives." 

A gulf through life had been 'fixed between 
them, but death had bridged it over. 

Absorbed in thoughts like these, and in 
fervent devotion, Beatrice had been unconscious 
of a sudden noise which had invaded the un- 
wonted silence of the inn. A long time had 
elapsed, there had been a loud wild cry 
uttered, which startled her for a moment, and 
then passed from her recollection. At last, 
the shadows of evening were rapidly fallìng 

B 2 
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£rom the mountains^ and she arose firom ber 
knees; and with a memory of the previous 
evening at that veiy hoar swelling at her 
heart^ bent over the silent form upon the bed^ 
— withdrew the covering, and imprinted kiss 
after kiss upon the cold cheek. At that 
moment the door was slowly, reverently opened, 
and preceded by Mr. Carmichael^ witE a light^ 
there entered two figures^ a lady and a gen- 
tleman. Beatrice tumed from the bed^ and 
beheld the parents of Arthur I — 

Thus by the corpse of their last surviving 
son^ the victim of their ambition^ did the 
unhappy father and mother once more look 
upon the face of her whose love might bave 
been bis safeguard. Thus were the trans- 
gressors fiUed with their own ways ; and thus^ 
by working out bis own pleasure, did the last 
male descendant of Bandolph Lord Kings- 
connell lire to witness the full cbmpletion of 
the Widow^s Curse. 
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CHAFTER XVIII. 

** So fell the mista firom her mind, and she saw the world far 

helow her ; 
Dark no longer, bat ali illumined wìth love ; uid the pathwaj 
Which she had climbed so far, lying smooth and far in the 

distance. 
Gabriel was not forgotten. Within her heart was bis image, 
Clothed in the beauty of love and youth, as last she beheld him. 

Into her thoughts of him tlme entered not, for it was not 

• ••••• 

Patience and abnegation of self, and devotion to others, 
This was the lesson a lìfe of trial and sorrow had taught her. 
So was her love difiused, but like to some odorous spices, 
Su^fered no waste nor loss, though fiUing the air with aroma. 
Other hope had she none, nor wish in life, but to follow 
Meekly, with reverent steps, the sacred feet of her Saviour.*' 

H. W. LONOFELLOW. 

FiVE years had elapsed sinoe the remaìns of 
Arthur Bertram had been brought from the 
foreign land where he died^ to repose beside 
Us brothers ; five dreaiy years. 

" For life may long he home 
Ere sorrow break her chaìn.'* 
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But at last it gave way. Sir Thomas Ber- 
tram dìed^ older in heart than in years ; a 
brokeu down, world-weary man; and on a 
brighi May morning in the year 1845, the 
family vault in Eiugsconnell churchyard was 
once more opened, to receive the last of the 
Bertrams. 

A prodigiaas coneoasse of people attended 
the funeral, many of wbom had been present 
at that of Sir Peter Bertram, iive and twenty 
years ago; and there etnee more was Mr« 
Hamilton, now proprietor of Kingsconnell^ to 
discharge the duty of chief mourner. He had 
been a young man when last he filled that 
office ; and though now no longer so^ was stili 
in the vigour of middle age. Many of the 
country people who had, as usuai, assemblea 
to witness the ceremonial, well recoUected his 
former appearance amongst them. The fere- 
fathers of the hamlet, who had on that occasion 
sighed and foreboded evil from the « uncanny '' 
circumstanee, now slumbered peacefully be- 
neath the church-yard sod ; but those who had 
been young men at that time were many of 
them the seniors of the assemUed groups, who 
looked on in awe-struck silence ; or shook their, 
heads, and exchanged shuddering reminiscences 
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of HaTerel Patie's memorable speech that daj^ 
and again upon the occasion of Hugh Bertram^s 
funeral. The naturai himself^ now a decrepit 
object^ and as usuai in cases like his^ much 
weaker in mind in proportion io his premature 
bodily decay^ was likewise in presence^ seated 
on the low waU of the church-yard^ mopping 
and mowing^ and pointing with significant 
gestures to the processione as the long trai^ of 
moumers slowly defiled along the pathway to 
the open vault. There were few indeed^ if any, 
amongst the rationalspectators^ who experienced 
any feeling but that of sorrow^ at this final 
extinction of the race who had come amongst 
them so recently^ and with such apparent 
promise of long Ufe and direct succession. 
The Bertrams had been universal favourites 
with the common people. Like many persons 
of haughty temper^ Sir Thomas and his lady^ 
who would bave coldly repelled the advances 
of those in a rank beneath^ yet touching upon, 
their own^ had been remarkable for kindness 
to their decided inferiors and to the poor. 
No family were more honoured by their ser- 
vants, or looked up to by their dependants. 
And the young people were beloved by high 
and low. Many a weeping woman in the 
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Clachan that evening recalled the departed 
glories of the parish^ in " Maister CarmichaePs 
time/^ the golden age at Kingsconnell^ as it 
was naw considered, when on a Sunday in the 
summer^ the Kingsconnell loft was wont to be 
occupied by Sir Thomas^ his stately lady, and 
hìs beautiful family. The grace and sweetness 
of William, — the bright, glad, animated beauty 
of Arthur, the boyish attractiveness of Hugh, 
the elegance and loreliness of Emily, were 
fondly recalled, as those things are, which 
have passed away for ever. Never more would 
those bright young faces and gracefal forms 
he visible there. The father and his sons were 
laid in the dismal yauH, which was aìl that 
now remained to them of their rich inheritance; 
the daughter was far removed, — ^the mother 
about to depart, in her widowhood, from the 
mansion which was na more her own. To 
the honour of human nature be it said, that 
although there were not a few disposed to 
worship the rising sun in the person of the 
new lord of Kingsconnell, the predominant 
feeling was that of an amount of regret for 
the Bertrams, which almost led to an un- 
reasonable grudge against him who seemed to 
bave usurped their place. 
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For some time after Lady Bertram's depar- 
ture^ which took place in the month of June^ 
the house of Kingsconnell remai ned empty; 
and then a sale was announced of ali the furni- 
ture and effeets it contained which were not 
heir-loom. Everything of the kind had been 
left to Lady Bertram^ who being about to take 
up her permanent abode in the South of Eng- 
land^ for the sake of living near her danghter^ 
and probably connecting few but painful remi- 
niscences with the forniture of Kingsconnell, 
preferred selling to removing any of it, with 
the exceptioDs of the library, articles of virtù 
and bìjouterie, and so forth. This sale, which 
was fixed for the early part of August, once 
over, it was understood that the mansion-house 
was to return for some years to its pristine 
state of emptiness and desolation, as Mr. 
Hamilton, whose own private afiairs had at the 
period of bis succession to the estate, been in a 
very embarrassed condition, meant to econo- 
mise with bis family for some years upon the 
Continent, ere incurring the many expenses 
attendant upon settling there. A largo con- 
course of people was expected to attend the 
sale, so intense were the curiosity and interest 
attaching to the romantic family history ; which, 

B a 
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formerly confined to the knowledge of a few 
aged chroniclers of the past^ had latterly been 
revived^ and talked of far and wide; and so 
Btrong was the desire on the parts of many to 
procure some relics of those who had ap- 
peared amongst thcm^ and occupied so conspi- 
euous a place in the public eye for a time^ and 
then departed^ as it seemed^ like shadows. For 
three days of the week prior to the sale^ the 
mansion was thrown open to public ìnspection^ 
and it was upon the third of these days^ when 
it was supposed that the rush of visitors would 
he somewhat abated^ that at an early hour in 
the forenoon^ Mrs. George Sempill was on her 
way thither^ accompanied by a friend who had 
come to stay with her and her brother-in-law. 
This was a gentleman far past middle-age^ yet 
full of bodily and montai vigour, only mellowed, 
not impaired^ by timo, and the most remarkable 
feàture in whose fine and benevolent coun- 
tenance was a pair of eyes of singularly pene- 
trating expression^ which^ when fixed on any 
one, seemed almost to look him through. This 
stranger, whom our readers will recognise as 
their old acquaintance^ Mr. Ingram, had become 
intimately known to Helen during the last 
winter of her residence in Madeira, whither he 
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had been drawn from bis seclusìon to accom- 
pauy tbe widow of a younger brotber, in tbe 
vaia bope of restoring bealtb to' ber only 
daugbter. Miss Ingram Tboresby died tbere ; 
but sbe bad lived long enougb to become mucb 
attacbed to Mrs. George Sempill^ wbose un- 
wearied kindness^ indeed^ attracted tbe affec- 
tions of tbe wbole party. Her uncle^ ^ter 
many promises to visit Sempilltower^ bad at 
tbis long distance of time^ been first indueed to 
do so^ and bad only recently arrìved. 

" I am glad/^ said Mrs. Sempill as tbe car- 
riage^ containing ber and Mr. Ingram^ droye 
from tbe gateway^ "to be able to sbow you 
Kingsconnell^ Mr. Ingram^ wbilst tbe bouse is 
stili in tbe condition in wbicb tbe last owners 
left it^ especially as you felt so keen an interest 
in one of ihem" 

"Yes/^ replied Mr. Ingram, ''I watcbed 
tbe beginning of tbat moupiful drama, wbose 
end, indeed, I little foreboded I I noted its pro- 
gress, and was present at wbat is usually con- 
sidered tbe dénoùement, tbe wedding. A brilliant 
scene it was I buteven tben, ali did not appear 
so cloudless in tbe borizon to me as it did to 
most of tbe spectators. I bave always been one 
of tbe quiet lookers-on, you know, Mrs. Sem- 
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pili, who see much which escapes the players at 
the great game of life. But loath indeed should 
I haye been to anticipate condnet so flagitious 
on the part of my old friend's daughter !'* 

"Can you teli me anything about Lady 
Mountjoye?'' asked Helen. ''I ought to say 
the Dachess of Templeford/' 

''Nothing/' he answered, "but that she is 
the gayest of the gay in Paris, Vienna, Rome, 
— ^wherever there is dissipation, in shcwrt, to'be 
met with on the Continent. The Duke and she 
are frequently at home too, at one or other of 
his seats; sometimes, bnt less frequently at 
Milldenhanger ; for there, in her native couuty, 
public opinion is so decidedly against her, that 
she is shunned uniyersally. It is a woful posi* 
tion for a man of high rank, talents, accom- 
plishments, — a man at this moment under 
thirty; when he onght to have ali the world 
before him ! Banished from the Court of his 
Sovereign, feeling and perceiving his wife to be 
avoided by the pure in character of her own 
sex, and with the awful guilt of murder upon 
his soni ! — For such it is in the eye of God, 
though the law acquitted him in consideration 
of the circumstances attending the duel. — A 
dreadful position ! — and he feels it !" 
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"Dreadful indeed!^' echoed Helen, "I 
suppose they are not happy together ?" 

" AnythiDg but happy. How should they ? 
The Duke^s is the situation that renders a man 
reckless and desperate» in order to drown re- 
morse. I believe him to be a man of so much 
naturai good feeling^ that had the partner of 
bis guìlt sbared in bis repentance, and been 
willing to devote herself to a life of comparative 
seclusion^ as the best atonement she could 
make to society^ he wouid bave studìed ber 
happiness, and so bave found consolation^ 
thougb not forgetfulness ; but she is so far from 
any thought of the kind^ that she continues to 
pursue the same career with unabated zest. 
She is foUowedj worshipped, by men wherever 
she goes ; and she knows ber power^ and uses 
it to the uttermost. I bave no doubt ber pre- 
sent husband experiences^ by a righteous retri- 
bution^ not a few of the sufferings he assisted 
ber to inflict upon ber first. He is a miserable 
man." 

"Certainly," said Helen, "ber fascination 
was extraordinary; and she was very beau- 
tiful." 

^^ And stili is^ I understand ; for it is long 
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since I bave seen ber. The most youthfìil 
looking creature of her age possible^ only upon 
a larger scale now tban of old. Sbe bas been a 
fatai beauty to many — mahy in ber day ! 
Àlmost in the very beginning of ber career sbe 
bewitcbed a young man of bigb promise^ Sir 
Pbilip Cbester^ wbo was previously attacbed to 
a very lovely girl in our neigbbourbood. Well 
do I recoUect it I for it was at tbe same period 
tbat ber toils began to dose round young Ber- 
tram. I was tben at tbe bouse/^ 

" And Sir Pbilip Cbester ? Wbat became 
of bim V 

" He never get over it. Sbe tumed bis 
brain, uprooted bis purposes,— rendered bim 
unsettled^ — ^fascinated bim in sbort. He dangled 
after ber in tbe country^ and for a wbole season 
in London^ and tben was cast off for a new 
adorer. He bas long been a[dissipated^ seared, 
bUisé man of tbe world^ — ali tbe good of bis 
nature bumt out of bim in tbat fatai passion. 
And poor Amy Vernon bas rested well tbese 
many long years in tbe Protestant cemetery at 
Florence. Tbey took ber to Italy to cure 
ber broken beart. Tbis is only one instance 
out of many tbat I know of Lady Monntjoye^s 
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fatai power. I think there was no sadder one 
than ber first husband. You knew him^ did 
you not^ Mr9. Sempill V 

** Not intimately/^ said Helen^ " nor until 
after bis marriage at ali. I lived so long 
abroad.'^ 

''He was a young man originally destined for 
a different life^ and a different death I Among 
the n)any sad recoUections witb wbicb a long 
life becomes stored^ Mrs. Sempill^ I bave none 
sadder> belonging to tbose unconnected witb 
me by ties of blood, tban tbat of Mr. Bertram. 
He was a being whom to know^ and not to like^ 
was impossible ; and tbe more I knew of him^ 
before and after bis marriage^ as a neigbbour in 
the country^ the more I did *like him and 
moum over him. His appearances in Parlia^ 
ment alone sbowed of what he was capable ; and 
they were few indeed, and insulated^ compared 
to what they ought to bave been. There was 
something in him tbat always puzzled and 
baffled me. Perhaps you can assist me to solve 
the mystery." 

" What was it, and I shall try V said 
Helen. 

''It struck me/^ answered Mr. Ingram^ 
" tbat his beart had been pre-occupied, and 
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that he was in a manner led into his admira- 
tion for Mary Adair^ contrary to his inner 
self. Ànd this impression never left me dur- 
ing ali our subsequent interconrse ; bat I never 
cou]d discover any clue to guide me right in 
the matter. Can you give me one ? Do you 
know anything of his early life ?" 

"So far/' replied Helen, "that I believe 
your conjecture to have been perfectly correct, 
and that he was most unhappy in consequence 
of his own weakness and want of principle. 
But I scareely feel at liberty to mention 



names/' 



They had now reached the grand entrance 
to Kingsconnell^ and the deep shade of the 
avenue offered 'so agreeable a contrast to the 
heat and dust of the high road^ that Mrs. 
Sempill and her companion^ by mutuai consent, 
alighted^ in order to walk slowly up^ sending 
the carriage to the stables. 

" Poor Bertram !" exclaimed the old gentle- 
man^ as they stood gazing up the long vista, 
terminated by the mansion. " His was a woful 
death ! And you teli me your niece Mrs. 
Sumner, happened aecidentally to be in the 
house at the time? I must ask her some 
particulars of his last days. Poor Bertram! 
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Do jon know^ Mrs. Sempill^ he added after a 
pause^ that niece of youi^a greatl^ interests 
me. I have seldom seen a face more attrac- 
tive. There is an expression of repose ia it^ so 
unusual in the modem world ; — such a contrast 
to the eager^ restless aspect which one con- 
stantly encounters. She looks to me like a 
person resting after great sorrow. Is it so V 

" Poor Beatrice V answered Mrs. Sempill 
with a sigh. *' Yes, she has suffered a great 
deal in the course of her life ; and she feels the 
desolation of widowhood very acntely/' 

'' I observed that she was dressed in black. 
She has never laid it aside^ I suppose ?^^ 

'^Never^ and does not intend to do so. 
Not^ as she told me when I remonstrated with 
her on the subject^ (thinking her too young to 
be doomed to perpetuai mouming), — not £rom 
any desire to make a display' of grief, which 
has long since given place to cairn resignation, 
and even cheerfulness ; but that she feels that 
the tendency of the sorrows she has encoun- 
tered has been to set her apart from life ; and 
that her dress^ in its unchangeable colour^ 
merely reflects this feeling/' 

" She looks set apart^ — ^purified^ exalted V^ 
said the old gentleman in a tone of enthusiaam. 
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" And yet withal^ full of the warm sympathies 
witli others that great sorrow soraetinies un- 
happily dulLs/^ 

^' You haye precisely devined hyer character^ 
Mr. Ingram^ aa I perceive you uever &il to do 
with every oiie's. I do iudeed know few to be 
compared to Beatrice. A creature of great 
talent — by uaturefullof impetuous feeliBg^-^the 
discipline of life has tamed> calmed^ sanctìfied 
ber, in aborti by God'a bleaaing upon it ; yet 
left ber warm beart and kindly aympatbiea un- 
chilled. Sbe Uvea for otbera. I acarcely tbink 
abe bas a tbougbt of aelf. You could bardly 
imagine tbe amount of good sbe doea^ or tbe 
quieta unoatentatìoua aelf-denial^ wbicb one 
merely diacovers by aoeident, by ^bicb ber life 
ia cbaracterìsed. Her bome dutiea are ber 
first care; and ber leisure abe devotes to worka 
of mercy. In tbat respect abe baa^ aa ali we 
!Eipiacopalianain tbis neigbbourbood bave^ mucb 
cauae for gratitude witb regard to tbe clergyman 
by whose advice and direction ali ber good 
woorka are eonducted/^ 

^^Your clergyman residea at aome little 
distance^ does be not V 

" At tbe town of St. Micbael'a, nearly four 
miles off. Some yeara ago, our former one. 
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Mr. Malcolm, a saintly old man, died ; and he 
has been succeeded by Mr. Grani, a young 
man belonging to ose af our ancient Scottisk 
families who bave alirays been ttanck adherents 
to the Church. Mr. Orant might baye bad 
escellent preferment in England, but bis devo. 
tioD to tbe Cbnrch in Scotland is snch^ tbat be 
remains by cboiice to minister within ber pale. 
Hìs zeal, energy, and deyotedness bave effected 
wonders in tbe short spaee tbM be has beld 
the ebarge at St. MichaePs. He has filled tbe 
church to a degree hitherto nnknown; and 
has actually, with the Bisbop's consenta ^estored 
the Daily Service I And H you knew the low 
ebb to irhich the Church in the southern parts 
of Scotland bad sunk, undar the year» of op- 
pression vhich bore ber down, you would be 
better able to appreciate the influence of the 
ckrgyman who has been able to efféct tbat, 
than you can now be.^' 

" How fortunate to be within easy reach of 
such a clergyman V said Mr. Ingram. *' Mrs. 
Sumner is also in bis neighbourhood. Sbe 
lives dose to you, does sbe not ? You must 
take me to cali upon her.^' 

''I shall be delighted. We shall go to- 
mòrrow. Yes, we are very near neigbbours. 
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She now occupies the house where her own and 
her sister's gìrihood passed^ the Grange. She 
is her uncle^s tenant there ; and has been since 
the summer after her return home. And for 
the last three years^ she has had the comfort of 
her father's society. Admiral Lockhart was 
left a widower about that tìme^ by the death of 
his second wife, without children. She did not 
make his home comfortable, and he appears 
a different being since he lost her. He is so 
happy with Beatrice and his grand-children.^^ 

'' She has only those two children, I think 
you said^ who accompanied her to Sempilltower 
yesterday? The little girl is a sweet pretty 
creature ; but I was much struck by the looks 
of the boy. He is very like his mother.^^ 

" He is like her in every way. Only with 
more of the calm and gentleness of his father's 
temper^ than with the vivid impetuosity of 
her's^ at his age. But he has ali her rare abili- 
ties. A very dear boy he is^ and^devoted to 
his mother." 

'' A mother such as you describe her,'' said 
Mr. Ingram, '^ is the most invaluable blessing 
that can be granted to a boy. With sweet- 
ness and tendemess to win his heart, and with 
talent and acquirement to give her an influence 
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over hÌ8 mind^ — she ìs a treasure beyond price 
to him/' 

'^ Beatrice has often said to me/' retumed 
Mrs. Sempill^ ^' that as ber boy has sustained 
the irreparable misfortune of losing his father^s 
guidauce^ she cannot feel sufficiently gratefal 
to God for the discipline which seems to have 
peculiarly qualified her for the doublé dnty she 
has to fulfil towards him. I trust he may live 
to repay her devoted care and affection/' 

'' His education is intended to be for the 
Church^ he told me/' said Mr. Ingram. 

'' Yes, it was his own wish, and I need not 
add that it is his mother's. She is foUowing 
out the pian his father had formed for him. 
He is at present at Rugby ; and thence will go 
to a private tutor^s to prepare for the Univer- 
sity. Little Beatrice is her mother's pupil 
entirely ; only she has the advantage of masters 
when they go to visit the Walter Sempills^ our 
young people^ in Edinburgh; or when Mrs. 
Sumner takes her children on their annual 
visit to her mother-in-law. She generally does 
so about Easter^ so as to meet Edward there 
for his holidays^ and the Admiral either goes 
to London for a peep of his old friends at his 
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dub^ or stays with bis daughter Helen in Edin- 
burgb, during tbeir absence." 

" I am sorry your younger niece and ber 
busband are not iritb you just now. I sbould 
bave liked to bave seen tbem/^ 

^' I am quite grieved too tbat tbey are not. 
Helen is a cbarmìng creature^ and ber busband 
not less so. Tbey are on a visit to bis motber 
at present. We expeet tbem in a montb. It 
is a great comfort to Beatrice and Helen to bave 
been tbus brougbt near eacb otber again^ after 
ten years^ separation. Tbey are suob truly-at- 
tacbed sisters. And to me tbe blessing of re- 
gaining tbose wbo are dear to me as cbildren 
of my own^ is one fbr wbicb I cannot feel too 
grateful/* 

^* We sball meet Mrs. Sumner bere to-day^ 
sbe told me/^ said Mr. Ingram> as tbey reaobed 
tbe open iron gates of Kingsconnell. 

^' Yes/' sbe said sbe meant to come to-day^ 
to pay one more visit to tbe Kingsconnell of 
ber early recollections ; and to fix upon various 
articles wbicb sbe wisbes ber fatber to purcbase 
for ber at tbe sale^ as memorials of tbe bouse/^ 

Tbey now entered tbe parterre in front of 
tbe mansion^ ivbicb already began to bear 
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traces cf the disarray incìdent to its present 
altered circumstances^ contrasting mournfully 
with its former exquisite order. The flower- 
beds were trodden and defaced by the nnmbers 
of feet which had passed and repassed there 
within the last two days ; the hall door stood 
Wide open^ beneath the portico stili surmounted 
by the heraldic achievement of the last Bertram 
of Kingsconnell; and the stately hall had its 
tesselated pavement soiled from the same cause 
with the trampled flower-beds. Various per- 
sons, of mien very little accordant with the 
style of the house^ lounged famUiarly in and 
ont of the door^ or passed and repassed on the 
stair-case^ for though the great inflox^ alike 
of countv visitors and the denizens of St. 
Michaers and of Gatesford, was over, there 
were stili stragglers from both places, as well 
as persons of a higher grade, occupied on the 
present occasion in gratifying their curiosity 
respecting the details of the house, or in ar- 
ranging what purchases they should make 
when the sale began. 

Mr. Ingram was standing with Mrs. Sempill 
in the centro of the hall, admiring its height 
and proportions, when they were accosted by a 
party which came upon them &om one of the 
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side doors opening into it. " How are you^ 
Helen^ my dear ? ^^ said a tall^ stout^ and fine 
looking elderly man, with white hair, and an 
open, eheerful countenance, qnitting a short, 
fat, comely old lady, in a blue silk bonnet, wbo 
leant upon bis arm, to seize Mrs. Sempill by 
botb ber banda, witb a warmtb of salutation 
wbicb woold evidently bave been an embrace, 
in a lesa public situation. 

'* Tbank you, Harry, quite well,^' she re- 
plied ; at the aame time introducing Admiral 
and Misa Orace Lockhart to ber friend. 

'' Where ia Beatrice ? " enquired Mrs. 
Sempill of Misa Grace, while the Admiral en- 
tered into converaation witb Mr. Ingram, and 
they proceeded up the atair-case together. 

" She asked us to allow her to go over the 
house by herself,'' whispered Misa Grace, witb 
a aignificant shake of the head. ^' Foor dear I 
it^a very trying for her to come bere at ali, you 
know, Mra. George. And yet I saw she wished 
it too. She wrote and asked me to join the 
party, knowing that I had a great desire to 
see Eingsconnell again; and I carne over 
yesterday.'^ 

^'Do you make any stay at the Grange, 
Miss Grace,'^ asked Helen. 
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'^Not just now. I^m always coming and 
going^ you know^ bui I canH remain at presenta 
Harry and the chadren bave promised to drive 
home with me to-night after tea. I dare say 
Beatrice will be glad of a quìet evening alone^ 
after a visit like tbis to-daj. Dear me ! dear 
mei bere we are at tbe ante-drawing-room, 
CouldnH one just fancy — — but you were not 
bere^ my dear ? I declare to you^ I could just 
fancy I saw the room as it was tbat nigbt of 
tbe first ball bere^ on Miss Bertram s birtbday, 
wben I came witb Beatrice and Helen^ poor 
iambsl Tbere tbey ali stood^ — Sir Tbomas 
and bis lady — ^and Miss Bertram^ and Artbur^ 
and Hugb. I could imagine I saw tbem now. 
Sucb a group I And to tbink of tbe end of ali ! '^ 

Some little time after tbis^ Uelen and Mr. 
Ingram^ baving gone on in advance of tbe 
Admiral and bis slow moving train^ found 
tbemselves in tbe library, wbere tbere was not 
at present any one else. Tbe books bad been 
removed from tbis apartment, but tbe pictures 
of course remained; and after glancing at tbe 
otbers, tbey came opposite to tbat of tbe 
Master of Kingsconnell. 

''Wbo is tbis?" exclaimed Mr. Ingram. 
*' Good beavens ! wbat a likeness 1 " 

TOL. III. 8 
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Helen explained the origin^ without en- 
tering into the singular history of the piotare ; 
and Mr. Ingram remained for some time ab- 
sorbed in wonder at its extraordinary resem- 
blance to Arthur Bertram^ and in melancholy 
reminiscences of that gifted and misguided 
being. 

^'Put me in mind^ Mr. Ingram/^ said 
Helen^ '^and I shall teli you a strange story 
about that piotare to-night. I think yoa are 
worthy to hear it. Now might I ask yoa to 
wait ten minutes bere for me ? I saw a lady 
in the great drawing-room to whom I want to 
say something; and I do not think she will 
come this way/' 

Mr. Ingram remained a few minutes before 
the piotare after Helen had loft him; then 
betook himself to one of the Windows farthest 
from the recess where it stood; and sitting 
down there^ fell into a train of ^meditation, as 
he reflected on the succession ol proprietors 
who had come and passed away^ in presence 
of thos^ unchaDging portraits^ — such as might 
bave been rendered in the words of the old 
monk of the Escoriai — " It seems to me, when 
I reflect on these things, as if we men were 
the shadows, and the pictures the realities/^ 
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His reverìe was interrupted by the entrance 
of young Edward Sumner and bis sister, who 
not perceiying any one in tbe room^ went 
straigbt up to tbe Master's picture. 

'' Now^ Beatrice, dear, bere is tbe picture I 
told you I bad seen^ a few minutea ago; said 
tbe boy^ pusbing back tbe ricb dark curia from 
bis broad wbite forebead, aa be gazed eamestly 
up to it. " Teli me if you ever aaw any one 
like tbat picture^ Beatrice ? You did not, you 
aay ? Ob ! but you bave, dear. Tbink a 
minute. Look back a long — long time« You 
can't remember f — ^Well, I am aurprised ! Do 
you remember Mittiwald, Beatrice ? Do you 
recoUect wbat you were just talking about to 
Meta, tbis very morning, wben I came to see 
if you were dreased ? " 

" Mr. Bertram, Edward ? mamma's friend ? 
Ob I bow well I remember bim I But tbis is 
not bis picture, surely ? " said tbe little girl, 
looking witb a puzzled air at tbe antiquated 
dress. '^ Tbis is not like the beautiful minia- 
ture of bim tbat waa sent to mamma, after we 
came to England, and wbicb made ber cry so 
bitterly ; tbe one sbe sometimes sbews us ? " 

*'Yes, Beatrice, if you look more closely 
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" I think you will see that it is. Don't you 
see the likeness ? '' 

'^ I dare say I do/^ slowly replied the child. 
"Yes, 1 see it in the eye. What beautiful 
eyes he had^ Edward ! How beautiful he 
looked^ aud how sad^ that last time we eyer 
saw hìm, when he was lying on the couch in 
the window ! " How ofken I think of that 
day!" 

" And I— often, ofken ! " answered Edward 
an expression of solemn earnestness diffusing 
itself over his ingenuous young face. ^' I ofben 
think of what he said to me, Beatrice ; — when 
he prayed 6od to bless me, and keep me from 
evil, and make me a comfort to my dear dear 
mother. These were the verv words. I often 
repeat them in my prayers." 

At this moment the children were startled 
by a light touch upon the shoulder of each. 
They tumed^ and beheld their mother. Beatrice 
had entered unheard, and perceived only by 
Mr. Ingram.* She had come to look once more 
— the first time for almost nineteen years, — ^the 
first time since she had quitted Kingsconnell at 
the dose of that unforgotten visit there, — ''the 
brightest, and the last/^— upon the picture 
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which had so strangely coimected itself wìth 
her fate. And there before it stood her boy, — 
ber own living image, in person and in mind, as 
she herself had stood, precisely at bis age, on 
tbe day wben she had first beheld iti The 
strangely-overpowering rush of recoUections at 
the sight, for a moment rendered her incapable 
of speech. 

" Mamma ! dear mamma ! This piotare, — 
teli US about it 7'\ exclaimed the eager little 
Beatrice, as soon as she found her mother was 
by. Edward laid bis band admonishingly on 
her arm. He had caught a glimpse of his 
motber^s tearful eye and quivering lip, 

" Not just now, dear. Mamma will teli us 
another time/' said he. 

" I will, my darlings, I promise you," she 
r^plied. ^'Now run to Grandpapa and Aunt 
Grace. They are looking for you in the next 
room but one to this. They want you to see 
some curious old china that is laid out in the 
dining-room, to be sold. I shall join you by 
and bye.^' 

The children affectionately kissed their 
mother, and hurried off. Beatrice, left, as she 
supposed, alone in the room, placed herself on 
the deep fauteuil which stili stood opposite the 
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piotare, — William Bertram's favourite seat. 
She gazed round the spacious apartment. It 
seemed peopled with the phantoms of the lost. 
Thi« room was more connected with her heart's 
history tban any other at Kingsconnell ; and in 
these few minute» she lived it ali over again, 
from the first meeting to the last parting with 
Arthur there. She raised her eyes to the 
picture. She remembered the night of that 
brilliant ball ; the form of her lover seemed to 
stand before her^ arrayed in the warm bues of 
life and youth, as in ali the brightness of bis 
beauty, the buoyant grace of bis early unbroken 
manhood, he had led her before it^ on their way 
to bis brother's room that night, had spoken of 
bis own resemblance toit, and asked^balfsadly, 
half sportively, whether the likeness would ever 
extend farther ! And as the answer to that 
question likewise arose before her mind's eye^ 
in the pale, cold, lifeless form on which she last 
had looked and wept at Mittiwald^ the compo* 
sure which she had hitherto maintained gave 
way, and she burst into a flood of tears. 

For some minutes she wept unrestrainedly; 
and it was a relief to do so. Those tears 
seemed to drain off the dead cold weight which 
had been gathering at her heart since she had 
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entered the house. At last^ fearful of interrup* 
tion^ she arose ; aud after one more long look 
aroand, one last gaze upon the picture, she 
slowly left the apartment by the side-door 
which communicated with the back staircase 
leading to the octagon room below ; and which 
being at the opposite corner to the vindow 
where Mr. Ingram was seated^ his presence re- 
mained unperceived by her. It need scarcely 
be added that her's^ and ali which accompanied 
it, had been far otherwise by him. 

^'Mrs. Sempill/' he said, when that lady, 
after, an absence protracted farbeyondthe time 
she had specified, had returned and explained 
the reason which had detained her, '^ I have at 
last arriyed at the solution of the mystery 
respecting poor Bertram which so long per- 
plexed me. My time, duringyour absence, has 
been well filled up/' 

'^ How do you mean, Mr. Ingram f^' asked 
Helen. *' What revelatiou has reached you in 
thts quiet nook V* 

'^ More than you suspect,'^ was his answer. 
*' I have discovered that your niece, Mrs. 
Sumner, was the object of his first attachmenti 
I see by your countenance that I am right. 
Perhaps, some other time, you will teli me 
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more. But meanwhile, I can only say^ I do 
not wonder now that his after-life was embit- 
tered by the thought of having forfeited affe&- 
tion such as her's/^ 

The day at Kingsconnell eame to an end at 
last. Beatrice had revisited, alone^ every spot 
consecrated by memory; the old^ deserted 
school-room, where so many hours of girlhood 
had been spent ; the bed-room whìch had been 
her's and Helen^s durìng their visit there, — the 
chamber which was pointed out as Arthur' s^ and 
which^ like that of his unhappy prototype^ had 
been unused since the perìod when, on the ar- 
rivai of his mortai remains from the Continente 
his coffin had been deposited there. Again, 
with a heart full tobursting, she hadfound her- 
self alone in William^s sitting-room ; again, had 
seated herself where she sat dnring their last 
interview^ on the low chair by his couch^ which 
stili remained in its old place, in the ehilly^ dis- 
mantled apartment, stripped as it was of ali bnt 
the mere furniture^ and the children^s picture, 
another of those realities which had outHved 
the human shadows around it. From ali these 
apartments Beatrice selected some article, to 
mark in the catalogne of sale as a purchase to be 
made for her^ — a relic of days gone by. At last 
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she found herself in the dining-roora, where she 
had appointed to meet ber party^ near the hour 
whìch they had settled as that of theìr depar- 
ture; and sat down in awindow to await them. 
The room was fuller of visitors than any of the 
others^ ali engaged in examin^ng and comment- 
ing on the miscellaneous contenta of the long 
range of dinner-tables^ which were set up to 
the whole extent of the room, and covered with 
articles of china, crystal, and stone-ware, be- 
sides many.of a nondescript nature, which had 
not been considered worth removing, and were 
therefore destined to be disposed of. Beatrice 
recognised many things amongst them; and as 
she caught snatches of the remarks made by . 
the loungers who were looking at them, and 
discussing the prices at which they were likely 
to go, it seemed to ber that the full desolation 
of the scene had never till that moment come 
home to ber comprehension ; that till then she 
had not been fully alive to the profanation of 
household sanctity, involved in such a pitiless 
laying open of its repositories. Her heart 
sickened as she listened to the coarse tone, the 
Tulgar laugh, the small jést, which met her 
ears on ali sides from people evidently uplifted 
in their own estimation by coming as intendìng 
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purchasers^ — ^a position seemìng to involve a 
temporary superiority, — ^into a dwelling whereit 
was rery plain tbey couid scarcely bave found 
admittance on any other terms. And if she 
tumed from these to the more polished mem- 
bers of the motley assemblage^ it was only to 
be pained in a different way^ by some cold and 
indìfPèrent mention of the Dead^ some allusion 
to past events devoid alike of reverence and 
tendemess^ or at best some commentary nttered 
in that tone of carelessness with which even 
good people are too apt to discuss calamities 
which do not affect themselves. She gazed 
around ber, on the aspect of cold^ cbeerless^ 
discomfort which pervadcs such a scene; and 
recalled the noble apartment as she had last 
beheld it^ brilliantly lighted ; that very table 
covered with a splendid repast; a party of 
joyous guests around it^ — and none amongst 
them ali more joyous than those who now lay 
low in the dust^ and upon whose very graves it 
almost seemed as if the present intruders were 
treading. Then^ raising ber eyes, she beheld^ 
directly opposite to her^ the dark^ unchanging 
portrait of the Ancestor. There he stili hung ; 
there^ from the position whence he had viewed 
alike the daily household meeting^ the sumptu- 
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0U8 banquet^ and the funeral gatherìng ; — there 
he continued to hang^ and to look sternly 
down upon this last^ worst desecration of the 
Lares in the doomed dwelling, whence at 
length his latest descendant had been carried 
to the tomb. " Surely/' she thonght^ " un- 
happy spirita thy wierd is accomplished now I^^ 



It was evenìng. The Admiral and his 
grand-children had set off with Miss Orace in 
the carriage to escort her home to Gatesford ; 
and Beatrice^ glad^ as her aunt had surmised^ to 
find herself alone after auch a day^ repaired to 
an apartment once familiar to our readers^ and 
which^ fitted up in a style of elegant simpli* 
city, was now her own private sitting-room. 
And bere, in a low chair in the window^ open 
to the terrace as of old, she placed herself, 
looking out upon the garden, and down the 
espalier walk. It was ali unaltered. Much 
had been done for the sweet old-fashioned 
garden, to improve it without changing its 
character; it was adorned by a profusion and 
variety of flowers, and cultivated with a degree 
of care, very different from what had been the 
case in former times; but nothing, nothing 
associated with the past, had snstained the 
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smallest alteration. It might have been but 
yesterday that the bright young face of Emily 
Bertram had last glanced in tbere from the 
terrace. It might have been that very day 
that the rapid springing step of Arthur 
had last ascended that familiar walk ; that hìs 
graceful form had darkened the window ; that 
he had entered, bringing light and gladness 
with him, seated himself opposite to where she 
was sitting; gazed on her with those deep, 
dark^ expressive eyes which seemed to scan her 
soul ; or read to her in that low musical voice 
whose unforgotten tones so often retumed to 
her in her dreams. And yet how many years 
had passed since thesethings had ceased tobe I 
The evening was one of singular warmth 
and loveliness. Not a leaf was stirring in the 
garden or in the woods beneath; the rich 
summer foliage hung motionless^ relieved 
against the deepening blue of the transparent 
sky ; the flowers were sending up their richest 
incenso from the garden beds ; the hush and 
stillness were unbroken^ save by the occasionai 
hum of a late-retuming bee, — the deep drone 
of a largo evening beetle, or the spirit-like 
flitting of a bat from tree to tree. It was the 
hour of memory ; the hour of ali the twenty- 
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four^ whieh spoke mo&t forcibly to the imagi- 
nation and the heart of Beatrice ; aa it mast 
ever do to ali who have loved and lost ; — which 
brought most vividly before her the living pre- 
sence of the departed. It was not always that 
she found herself able thus to welcome its 
approach in solitude. The dutìes of her daily 
life^ towards her father^ her children, thè friends 
whose near neighboorhood she felt to be a 
blessing callìng for so much gratitude^ — and 
the poor who depended on her^ — these claìmed 
her first attention^ and received it ; and their 
claims frequently lefk her little time for solitary 
meditation. But if even her chastened spirit 
sometimes felt the small tasks of which ordi- 
nary existence is composed heavy and impor- 
tunate^ and was tempted to long for repose 
more profound, leisure for retrospection^ and 
for self-communing, more entire than accorded 
with the position she had been called upon to 
occupy, those repinings were checked as soon 
as experienced, by a devout and thankful re- 
ference to the will of God. And day by day, 
and year by year, her faithful and single- 
^ hearted discharge of the part given her to 
fulfil^ and preparedness for what might yet be 
assigned her ere her pilgrimage were ended. 
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resolted in a fuller spirit of conformity to that 
wiU, and in more and more of the internai 
peace arising from the ^consciousness of duty 
done. The spirit of those last counsels which 
she had received from William Bertram^ was 
more and more becoming habitual to her mind^ 
and influential over her actions ; and in pro- 
portion as it became so^ she was leaming the 
blessedness of living for others^ and not for 
herself. 

But when^ as in the present instance^ Bea- 
trice found herself enabled^ without neglecting 
any dnty^ to indulge in an hour of solitude and 
recollection^ the luxury^ albeit a moumful one^ 
was great in proportion to its rarity, and never 
had been more so than now. The events of 
the day had called up ali the past before her ; 
and the gushing tide of memory had been stili 
farther swoUen by the circumstance of her 
having found a letter from Mr. Carmichael 
awaitìng her on her return home. They were 
occasionai, though not very frequent, corres- 
pondents ; but his letters^ when he did write^ 
were long^ and more unreseryed than his speech 
would probabljf bave been. The presenta like 
ali the rest, entered largely upon the topic of 
his labours in the distant up-country station 
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whicli was his appoiuted sphere, — spoke of bis 
hopes^ his successes, and hi» discouragements, 
but breathed throughout^ the »pirìt of devoted- 
ness to his Master's service^ which actuated al) 
he did. Something too it said of presenti- 
ments^ of internai convictions that his term of 
allotted labour was not to be a protracted one ; 
and more of the tender^ the indelible recol- 
lections. which in his remote exile never ceased 
to haunt him, of the scenes and the frìends 
associated wìth his earlier days. He spoke of 
Kingsconnell, of Sempilltower^ of the Grange ; 
he told how in his dreams by night^ in his waking 
vision» through the long hot hours of the day^ 
the deep green shade of tbeir woods^ the 
music of their rippling streams^ were present 
with him once again ; how far more frequently 
stili, the living presence of those who were 
once the denizens of these scenes seemed to 
Tisit him in his loneliuess ; till time and space 
ceased to exist for him ; and they, the associates 
of bye-gone hours, — the absent, the changed, 
the dead, who could meet no more until they 
met in the world of spirìts, were in fancy, for 
a brief period, re-united as of old. '^But 
then/^ he said, '' comes the re-action, the senso 
of loneliness, more than ever overpowering 
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firom the contrast; and beneath which there 
are times when my weak faith seems ready to 
give way, and my heart to die within me. Yet, 
thanks be to Ood ! these times are few in 
member^ and of less and less frequent recur- 
rence. Thanks be to God ! I am enabled to 
find refuge from them^ in the prayers and the 
solemn services of our holy Rituale binding to- 
gether as they do^ in one golden chain^ the 
members of the Chnrch Militant on this side 
the grave, however far remote, however desolate 
in human estimation, — with those who have 
ceased from their labours, the Church at rest 
beneath the Aitar, — and with the angels and 
ministering spirits who are stili aiding us, as 
they bave aided them, — the glorified Chnrch 
and its Eternai Head in Heaven I^' 

" Thanks be to God !" mentally echoed 
Beatrice, as laying down this letter,after asecond 
perusal of it where she sat alone, she raised 
her eyes, filled with tears, to the holy, peaceful 
sky. '^ Thanks be to God indeed ! that another, 
and one of the most valued, of my early 
friends, has his trust thus anchored fìrmly on 
the rock of ages 1 And if these forewarnings, 
of which he speaks be realised, and he too be 
destined to depart long before me> — what can 
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I say ? What can I dare to say of a change 
for him so unutterably glorious, except in the 
words of one not unacquainted with bereave- 

ments ' Blessed as it is to bave friends on 

earthj it is stili more blessed to bave friends in 
heaven ? ^ And I bave so many there I wbilst 

' I am bere, 
Living again o'er ali ixiy lìfe's farewells.' " 

Her memory called tbem ali in review. 
Her gentle motber, with tbat sweet infant 
spirit by ber side; — ^William Bertrara, ber 
beloved friend ; — Violet, wbom sbe loved un- 
known ; — ^Edward, — ber busband^ tbe fatber of 
ber cbildren^ tbe kind proteetor, tbe tender 
counsellor^ wbo bad been taken from ber just 
as tbe bond of tbeir mutuai affection bad 
become most intimate^ tbeir union of spirit 
most entire; and for wbose loss sbe felt^ 
bowever resigned to tbe will of Ood^ that sbe 
must go mourning ali ber remaining days. 
And last of ali, Artbur, tbe dearly loved, — 
tbe deeply erring, tbe penitent, tbe pardoned; 
— Artbur, tbe companion of ber girlbood, the 
lover of ber youth ; — ^the beautiful, tbe gifted, 
tbe ali but lost; wbose wasted existence and 
its raournful close, would bave connected bis 
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memory with associations too agonizing to be 
borne^ but for the blessed consolation of re- 
fle?ting upoD the hope bis end had afforded. 
Setter^ far better^ in such a case^ waa bis pre- 
mature and tragic deatb than bis brilliant life. 
Him too, sbe felt that sbe could number 
amongst ber friends in Paradise. Tbey were 
ali witb ber in tbis solenm bour. It seemed 
as if tbeir spirits were near, to console and 
strengtben ber for tbe lengtbened period of 
probation, of exertion, and of discipline, wbicb 
migbt stili be extended between ber and rest. 
And as, witb a grateful beart, sbe acknowledged 
tbe manifold blessings wbicb encompassed ber 
patb, — tbe blessings of peace, of competence, 
of permission to return to tbe bome endeared 
by so many memories of tbe dead, and situated 
near to so many best loved amongst tbe living, 
of being enabled to minister to tbe bappiness of 
ber fatber's age, — ^above ali, of tbe bope and 
promise afforded in ber cbildren, — sbe felt in ber 
inmost soni bow calmly, bow patiently, bow 
cbeerfully it beboved ber to take up tbe daily 
Cross, wbatever it migbt be, wbicb is appointed 
for every wayfarer on eartb below ; bow meekly 
it was ber duty to watcb and labour bere, 
looking for tbe recompense bereafter. Tbe 
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words of a poet, very dear and very familiar to 
her^ were in her heart, as she stili sat gazing up 
from the slumbering earth to the ^leepless sky. 

** From darkness bere and dreariness, 

We ask uot full repose, 
Only be Tboii at band to bless 

Our trial- hour of woes ! 
Is DOt the pilgrim's toil o'erpaid 
By the clear rìll and palmy sbade ? 
And see we not up eartb's dark giade, 

The gate of Heaven u noiose." 



THE END. 
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